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Oh, what a Midnight Curſe has he, whoſe Side | 
Is pefter'd with « Mood and Figure Bride ! 
Let mine, ye Gods ! if ſuch muſt be my Fate, 
No Logick learn, nor Hiſtory tranſlate, 
But rather be « quiet, humble Fool ; 
T hate a Wife to whom I go to School. : 
Drya. Juv. Sat. 6. 
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To the Right Honourable, 


CHARLES 


EARL of WINCHELSEA, &c. 


My LORD, 
ERE we to judge of Men by the Dedt- 
. cations of this Age, we ſhould haye now 
as many Hero's as ever fought for the Con- 
queſt of Troy and Carthage, as many Politt- 
cians as ever fate in the Senate of Rome, and as many trae 
Wits as ever flourithd in the Times of Augufles : Bur fuch | 
is the fnlfome and laviſh Flattery of our mercenary Wri- | 
ters, that it 15 almoſt become a Reproach ro a Pa- 
tron to be Commended ; for while their common Topicks 
of Praiſe, applied right or wrong,” make all alike, What 
Rule can we go by, to make a difference berween a Cox- 
comb and a Man or Merit ? 
Having therefore ſo far {tudied your Lordſhip , as to be 
farisfied, T hat you hate Commendation as much as you de- 
ferve ie ; I ſhall forbear impoſing upon your Partence and Mo- 
deſty with a large and methodical Account of yourown Ver- 
| | A 2.  _ tw. 
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| The Dedication: 

tues, I leave to the World the Pleaſure: to find 'em out 5: 
they are too "many, to be concealed long ; and too great, 
not to be admird as ſoon as known. 

And withoue the. Cexemony, :of- ar tedious . Apology, I 
| crave Your -Lordſhips Patronage-;for my FEMALE 
VERTUOSO's; the Deſign of which, as it was 
drawn ſome Years ago from the great Original of French 
Comedy, by.an Ingagious "2 of, mine, who bears now: 
roo. ſerious a haractife in He World, not to reckon: ſuch 
a Trifle among his Delifta Juventutis, was laſt Winter, by 
my Importurutics, extorted from him, | 

T. ſhall nor. tire your Lordſhip with -an Account of ſome 
frivolous Objections rais'd againſt this Firſt Eflay of mine, 
by the faCtious Demi-Wits of the Town, who judge of a 
PLAY, not by the ftanding Rules: of+ Art; they,never 
anderſtood, but by the narrow Fancy, or mere Caprice, 
of fame Conceited Fops their devout. Ignorance adores, as 
Oracles of Sence and Ingenuity, 

T ſhall only-cake notice to Your: Lordſhip, T hat the nice. 
and more ju{icious ſort of Criticks, whoſe Approbation 
only. a Writer ſhould value, have obſeryd, That my 
Hertuc/a's ſtretch in their Projefts beyond the Limits of Na- 
ture 'and Reaſon;, I do here, with the Candour of an 
Author not yet hard'ned .in che vicious. habit of Scribling, 
freely own it appeard ſo. ta me, at firſt ; but having, 
belides forme modera Pocts, 4riſtophanes for a. Pattern, I 
thought that what diverted the Ancients, might meet with 
fome Indulgence from our Engliſh Audience. . IL am fure, 

the Ztbenzars could laugh to fee no leſs a Man 

#« the Clouds, than , Socrates exposd upon. their Stage, for 
© contriving, a. ridiculous way to meaſure the 
Jump. of a,Flea,; but we are grown Serious, and cannot 
reliſh Fooleries : I  ſubmic, only deſiring my Judges 


The Dedication. 


to remember that a Poet may challenge it, not only as 
his Excuſe, but his Privilege, to carry ſometimes a Jeſt 
beyond the Bounds : 


Liberiur ſi 
Dixero quid, þ forte Jocofuus, heemihi Juris 


cum venia dabis. 


Horace. 
lam, 
M Y. LORD,, | 
Tour Lord (bip's Moſt Humble | 


and moſt Devoted Servant, 


THO. WRIGHT. 


PROLOGUE, 


Written by Mr. Doggett, and ſpoken by him. 


"\ Nrag'd to find you never do come near 
The Theatre, but when New Plays are here; 
” Prit come to tell you with a ſerious Face, 
Loathing gf 'Wit do's ſhew a want of Grace. 
The Tire has been, when Sence has @ prevail'd, 
That of full Hoſts we lave never faiPd, 
The Boxes ſt1]l with Beauties fill'd ; the Pit 2 


Was cromded every day With Men of Wir + 
The Gallerics {&rv*d for poor unthinking Citt. MYCty r 
$ide-Boroyghs ſtow'd Masks, and keeping Cutllies; | 
Act hs Nav kept free from Beaux and Bullies : | | | 
There was ſome other Vermine up and down, 
But they for fear of loſing Half a Crown, 
Prepare for flight, like Owls at Evening Dawn , 

And take to Wing befare the Curtain's drawn ; 
Leaves us here to talk. ©&' ery Benches ; 
You to Whores, and Fools to Orange-Wenches. | 
This makes me ſpeak, theſe Grievances o'th*Age, | 
The Poct's Bane, and Ruine of the Stage, | 
The Fatal Cauſe.that makes ears» 10 | 
'T has deft menothing on my Bones but Skin : 
My Legs with Pain my Body long has carry'd, | 
Pm grown fo weak-— ſome cry — Look 1-—he's marry's; | 
As :t there was no- other Plague, but Wife, | 
To make a Man a weary. of his Life : 
We have & greater Curſe to pull us down, f | 


In being forc'd to pleaſe a barbarous Town; 
Who damn all Wit, but what they call their own-- 


Dramatis Perfonz. 


ME N. 


Sic Mevice- Maannell, An hoot rich. Cirizen. IG. Underhill 


Meanwell, his Brather. ; . My. H 

Sir Timorby Witte FAN A Country -Gentleman. © 44, Bright. 

Witleſs, A Cambridge Scholar. © Mr. Dogeett. 

os A Paraſitical Knight, preten ag ms. 
| _ Gentleman of the Town, inlove ma My. Powell. 

Ergroſs, A Scrivener.' | J A... 

Trap, Mr. Witleſs his'Man. Mr. Bowen, 

Pick-pockets. 

Bully. | Mr. Hains. 


WOMEN. 

Lady Mearnel!l, An imperious Wife; great Pre- + 

moke to Wir. gl PF, '$ Ms, Loy. 
Lovewitt, Lady Meanwell's Daughter by a former 

Husband ; an Admirer of Platorfck Love, per6.rs Knight. 

in Love with C lerimont. 
Mariana, Sit'Mutrice*'s Daughter by a former Wife, Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Catchar, Lady Meanwells Siſter, a ſtale Virgin, Mrs. Mountfort- 


- who fancies every Man 1s-in Love with her. | 
' Lucy, Mariana's Mad. Mys. Rogers. 


li LONDON. 


THE 
Female Vertunolo's. 
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ACT I 
SCENE, Sir Maurice Meanwell's Houſe: 


Enter Lovewitt, and Mariana. 


Lovewitt. Ook you, Siſter, if you have a Mind we ſhould live civil- 
ly together, pray not a word more of that monſtrous filthy 
thing Marriage, fough ! | 
Mar. Not of Marriage, Siſter ? you Jeſt fure. 

Lov. Oh for Shame forbear | Can Fleſh and Blood hear the Word, and k 
within Bounds ? The very ſound of it leaves ſuch an impreflion of filthi 
and obſcenity in the Mind, that I have need of all my Morals to filence Na- 
ture in me-: Bleſs me! What refin'd Soul can -bear the impure Conſequences 
of 10 —_— : 

Mar. Without much Conjuring ; when I refle& on Marriage, all I can ſee 
in it, is a dear Husband that will love me, pretty Children that will play 
about me, and a Houſe of my own to manage : and, for my part, 1 cannor 

rceive what there is in any of theſe Things offends Decency, or ſhocks good 

anners. 

Lov. Jeſu! That One born with a Spirit, capable of ſublime and lofty 
Things, ſhould fooliſhly limit her ſelf to the enjoyment of fo mean, and ſo 
deſpicable a Creature as Man! | 

Mar. Believe me, Siſter, *tis not prudence in fraii Woman to Huff and 
He&or ; for either ſhe yields in time; and then how infultingly does a 
Man triumph o'er her conquer'd Pride ? Or if, to the laſt, ſhe can boaſt of 
the venerable Title of Virgin, Does not the ſatirical World ridicule her Wiſ- 
dom, and mock her Singularity ? Till almoſt choakt with Vapours, and de- 
vour'd with Spleen, ſhe makes in Policy a poor ſhift to rail at Men that ſeo 

| B her ; 


[ 2 ] 74 
A / 
her « and grud to the Young the Joys ſhe has out-lived, ſhe pines away 
dies a. fretting Martyr for a reproachful Cauſe. 
--£64.-PeorSoul! how deeply js the Spirit in you immerſed ip the foul Abyſ 
of your Senſes. Go on pretty Mils, pleaſe your ſelf with- fond and airy 
' Notians. But know this, That if there be Fancy in your ,Choice, there is * 
JuJgment in mine.. To — not to Man, do Lgive the Empire 
of my ſelf; I ſcorn to yield to idn Taws, and to rhake that Reaſon a 
Slave to Mankind, which, kind Heav'n imparted free to nt, | 
Mar. This'is Heroick indeed : hut, -pray good Siſter, with all your Wit, 
can you an{wer,me this Queſtion? What ſort of Figur@had you made in the 
World, haFyour wife Progenitours always been wrapofp in lofty Speculati- 
ons, or muſing upon muſty Books; had they never candeſcended to talk fami- 
liar Things, and now and then diſcourſed plain Naur&togerher ? Well, ſince 
{ cannot be a Wit my felf, I'll ery to bring Wits, and to ſtock the World with 
little Doors, that ſhall PrOPAgate Learning to all Generations. 
Lov. I pity you, poor Sifter : But pray; ſince Fouw-are ſo very fond of that 
Ceremonious Piece of Rnine, let's hear a>leaſt, who is the worthy Obje& of 


your Inclinations, —= I hope, not Clerimaiiith? 

Mar. Why not; Clerimont 3) pray ? Docotte want Merit ? as his Eſtate fo 
m_ or, s* there any' Thing in his' Perfon fhould mike” ene bluſh at the 

hoice ! | 

Lov. I do not ——O—_— but you cannot be ignorant that he is mine al- 
ready by right of queſt. 

Mar. Lord, Siſter, muſt then fo vaſt, and fo ſublime a Genizs as yours, li- 
mit it ſelf to the Enjoyment of ſo mean a Creature as Man! 

'Lov.' Reaſon, which is my Guide, and not! miy Tyrant, do's not diſapprove 
of the Courtſhip of a Manoef Vertue ; tho''I may hate him for a Husband, 
yet he may plegſme well enough; under the Title of an Admirer. 

Mar. Paflionat&$peeches, Fond Addreſſes, Platonick Gallantry, and fuch 
Toys, may feed upthe, Yaney of a Woman: But, Siſter, Are you ſure Love 
has nothing more to? \ AH 
"Lov. Thanks to-my 


1.-can anſwer for One ; and I ſhould make a fad 
Example of the daring Mortal, that ſhould attempt to rifle the precious Ma- 
gazine,of my _— 

Mar. Butafter all, What Afurance have you, that Cl:rimont is yours ? 

Lev. Surely; after a Thouſand Declarations of his Love, I think, Siſter, I 


may rely upon his Sincerity in ſpite of | Rivals. [ Enter Clerimont. 
Mar. I do not love to boaſt ; but if you have a mind to try it, here comes 
one ſhall decide the Quarrel. Come on Clerimont, [ to. Cler, 


and without any Feaf, ' or 'Partiality, di{cleſe your Heart. My Siſter chal- 
tenges your Love, and | flatter my felt I have a iighe to it ; let's ce in whole 
Favour _ decl:re your elf, 

Lov. 1 am not fo fond, Siſter, of a publick Declaration, as to put any Man 
[ value, to the hard-Extremity, either of Diffembling, or Difobliging.:; the 
Dne is as unworthy of a Mat of 'Honour,- as the other is agaiuft the Rules ct 
fizze Breeding. X77 


[ 3 ] 
Cler; Nog: Madam; my Heart, + of Diſſembling, does- not ſcruple 
to own an Engagement which is the Pride and Happinels of my Life: Fair 
Mariana's Charms. are ſuch: as will'eafily  juſtifie the greateft Paſſion in the 
World. - 

Lovew. a can thoſe mighty Charms, Sir, be a good Excuſe for Bafencſs 
and Infidelity 5 

Cleb- Dew more Juſtice, Madam ; and-impute to your ſelf the blame of 
my Inconſtancy : 'Tis that ſtiff and imperious Carriage of yours, that cold 
Indifferency you affe&ted upon all Occaſions, and your high boaſting of the 
tyrannical Empire you exercis'd over-me, have at laſt open'd my Eyes, and 
reſtord me to the Uſe. of my Reaſon ; and can you now complain, or — 

Low. I Complain? No vir, , yo miſtake me ; my Refentment would 
make you proud, and fancy that your Heart was a Conqueſt worth my 
keeping. ge; . | 

ler. Now, Siſtdr, here's a, Scope for your Philoſophy with a vengeance : 
ſumm up all your Morals to your Afﬀiſtance ; ler's ſee if you can look upon 
a happy Rival with a Stoical and Undairited Mind. 

Lov. You triumph, Siſter, in LE: pretty Looks, and pleaſing Smiles, and 
think of Inſulting, perhaps too 1 ; feed your caſie, eluded Soul, with 
empty Dreams of Pleaſure : Your Happineſs is not fo great, as to'deſerve 
my Envy. — ; a 

— — Nor perhaps ſo certain yet, as not to leave me ſome Profped of a 
Change. : [ Aſide, and as ſhe is going off 

Exit 


Cler. However ſhe may endeavour to diſguiſe it, I am ſatisfy'd, ſhe is not 
a little offended at the Sincerity of my Declaration. | 

Mar. But I am pleasd witch itz and without the laborious Task of two 
years Love you have beſtow*d on her in vain, I give you leave to think me 
not Ungratetul. 

Cler. Til as you ſpeak, my Love diſcerns freſh Wonders 3 and to that free 
and generous Temper, ſo oppoſite to the little Arrifices agd Diſlimulation 
of your Sex, dolI reſign all the Liberty your other Charms have left me. 

Mar. Miſtake me not, Clerimont ; I fet as high a Value upon the Modeſty 
of our Sex, as the beſt Moraliſts of *em all ; but yet I fee no reaſon why we 
ſhould keep a Lover at ſuch a diſtance, when we are once {atisfy'd of his 
Worth and Sincerity ; ſince all the Incenſe after that exated, ſerves only 
co gratifie the two great Idols of our Souls, Pride and Vanity, and gives no 
real SatisfaQion either to Reaſon or Reputation. 

Cler, Nay, proves often a piece of Policy very fatal to the Proud and 
Scornful of your Sex ; for their Vanity forcing thus a pining Lover to ſpend 


his whole Stock of Love in Courtſhip, the Conſequence of it, is, That he has 
none left for Marriage. 


Enter Lucy to Clerimont and Mariana. 


Lucy, Oh, Madam, IT am quite out of breath 
Mar. What's the matter now, Lucy ? 


B 2 Lucy. The 


Joſh The Matter ? only Treafon, High-Treaſon. plotting againft you two 
Within, . » 1 ; 

Cler. I dare lay a Wager, your Siſter's Jealouſie has been afwork. 

Lucy, ?Tis&'en ſo z I never ſaw her A ſo ruffl'd before. 

Aer. But what was the Reſult of it, Lucy ? How did her Wiſe, her Witty 
Mother take it ? | 

Lucy, You know her Way ; ſhe. has always more Sentences in her Mouth 
than Toth. 

Cler. But ſtill let's hear a little. | 

Lucy, With a furious train of her bombaſt Expreflions, and a flood of 
Latin, which, for 7 I know, was all Swearing or Conuring, ſhe did juſt 
now, in her Tone of Authority, prenounce, That Mariana, the Undutiful 
Marians, ſhould have no other Husband but Mr. 7:;mothby Witle(s: - 

Mar. Don't you tremble, Clerimont, at the Name of your Rival ? 

Cler. No Rival, Madam, can ſeem dangerous to me;atter your laſt Aſſurance. 

Lacy, No ; on my Conſcience, you need not fear him. 

Cler. But how came you to know that Property, Mrs. Lacy ? 

Lacy, 1 have ſeen the Coxcomb at Camzjdge ; he was noted there for. a 
mighty Boaſter of pretended Favours ; one could hardly name- a Wo < 
man to, him, but he had had the luck to lie with, 

Chr. A Scholar, on my Word. 

Lucy, Nay, he courted me once moſt fiercely ; but I dreading Matrimony 
then, a litcle more than I do now, ſent him packing to his Grammar : Upon 
this, what does my mere Scholar do, Sir, to be revenged of me, but uſe 
me juſt as he do's his Books; for as. he quotes every oy Paſſages out of 
*em, which he never read, fo he boaſts of Favours of mine he never enjoy'd - 
neer truſt me, if I have not a month's Longing, to ſerve him a Trick for his 
Impudence. | 

Cler. We'll joyn with you, Mrs. Lucy, T'promiſe you : But firſt, Is the Man 
Eaſie ? May we venture to play upon him 2? 

Lucy, The Man, Sir, is an exa& Tool for our purpoſe ; a. good harmleſs 
Booby ; ſo very honeſt, that as he carry'd no Wit to Cambridge, fo he has 
the Conſcience to bring. none_ from thence : a dull, lumpiſh, low-ſpirited 
Ninny, who is.contented to be a Fool by Nature, and wants the Skill of our 
modiſh Sparks to make himſelf a Fool by Art. | 

Cler. arer, he muſt be removed ; for in Matters of Love, a Fool is as 
croubleſome, as a Witty: Man is dangerous. 

Lacy, Tl be content to die, a. Virgin, if I do not accompliſh it for. 

IM 
"ou Look co your ſelf, pretty Mrs. Lucy : You could not have bound your 
lf by a greater Curle. 

Lxcy, Then judge your ſelves : — My. Brother Trap, who waits on him 
# Cambridge, in the. manifold Qualities of Gentleman, Foot-man, and Yalet de 
Chambre, Pane me word laſt Week, That his worthy Maſter was ſoon to ſet 
out for his Matrimonial Expedition : — He is famous for merry Tricks and 
Frollicks ; and I dare anſwer .fpr, his Zeal, or be bound Body for Body, that 
hell betrue to the Cauſe.: "Mo" 

Cler. 
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Cler. 1 deſire no better Security. ; 

Mar. This falls out as luckily as we could wiſh. ; 

Lucy, Tm inform'd that he is expeted to day ; I'll ſend for him, as ſoon 
as I hear he is come, to Town, to Conſult with him, and ſet his Wits at. 
work. 7 

Mar. Then let's ev'ry one to our Tasks immediately : Clrimont, my Uncle 
Meanwell is your Friend ; you may try his Intereſt for my Father's Con- 


ſent. | | 

Cler. Truſt, Madam, to my Love for obeying a Command, on which all 
my Happineſs depends ; P11 about it preſently, only give me leave to wait 
on you within, [Exe . 


Scene Changes. 
The Street. 


[ Enter Wiclefs, ſhaking the flaps of bis Coat, and making Faces. —— With him 
' Three Pick-pockets, and Trap with a Portmantua upon bis Shoulders ; Wiclels 
ſtanding berween two of the Pick-pockets, while the third 1s amuſing Trap at one 


corner. of the Stage. | 


Fitle/s, Pox o' the Milk-woman, and my unlucky ſtumbling on her : ſhe 
was not Pretty neither : Fough ! how ſhe has daub'd me ! By the Univer- 
ſry, my Cloaths have dropt as much of her Stutf, as would fuckle ten Pariſh- 

aſtards. | 

1ſt. Pich-pocker, How the buiſie, noiſie Rabble began ' preſently to ſwarm 
about you! 'T'was a great mercy, Sir, we came to your Reſcae, they would ' 
have pull'd you a* pieces elſe ; br that untraftable Crew, ſer up of late for Ar- 
bicrary Avengers of Wrongs, and like greedy Birds of Prey, are always flying 
to Miſchief. 

24. Pick-p. I was almoſt in a Fury, to ſee a Perſon of Quality fo abusd. 

Wil. Qualiry Ay, that I am;; and for my Honout le is be. ſpoken, the 
very Firſt that ever was. of my Family. 

iſt, Pick-p.* May I crave your Name, Sir ? 

Wil. My NamesSir ? —My Father is a Knight, and I wou'd have.the raſcally 
Mobb to know, thatthe'll talk Afrotezy with *em for their Ears : By the Uni- 
verſity, I'll ſend a Challenge to the Vermin, and-try how much of the Gen- 
tleman they have in their Doublets. 

29. Pick-p. Challenge the Mobb ? You Jeſt ſure : The Mobb never fight ; 
they only butcher, or knock one down, without either Method of Fencing, 
or Rules of Juſtice. 

3d. Pick-p. 7 lhad an itching Mind to have ſent half a dozen of thoſe Sons 

0 Trap. Col Whores to their pocky Mothers, to - make black Bacon 

of 'em, | 

"y Faith, I hate Blood-ſhed, and never was fond of Valour ; I had rather 
live Three Days in this pretty ſinning World, than a Thouſand in — 

iſt. Pick-p. L 


"3 


rſt. Pick-p, I ſuppoſe you come, Sir, to make the Town happy with your 


— Company, for ſome time. 


Witt. Truly, Gentlemen, my Buſineſs in Town, is the Buſineſs of any place 
T live in ; Love-Intrigues ; nothing elſe : I have of late ſo liberally Cuckolded 
the whole Pody-Politick of Cambridge, Mayor, Aldermen, &c. that I am 
torced to come up for the reliſh of Variety. 

24. Pick-p. Londen is a large Field for Love ; you have been here, I don't 
queltion, Sir : Pray, how do you like the City ? | 

Witl. The City, Sir ? Faith, I think the City is well enough ; but pox on't, 
there are fo many Buildings in it, they hinder one from ſeeing it ; wou'd they 
were pulPd down, we might then have a full Proſpect of it. 

iſt. Pick-p. I ſee, Sir, ſo honeſt a Look in your Face, that with an hum- 
ble Apology for my Freedom, I muſt give you a ſeaſonable Caution, and 
that is, To take heed what Company 
you keep in Town ; and have a vigt- [ Al this while the 24. Pick-pockets 


lant Eye 'upon any body that comes is ſtealing Witlels's Sword, and 
near you z for this great City was ne- rifling his Pockets on one ſide. 
. ver to peſter'd with Pick-pockets, and 


buſie Rogues, as it is now. X 
IWitl. Say you fo ? Oh, the Villains, let me alone with them ; Pll be cun+ 
ning encugh for ?em, I warrant you. 
2d. Pick-p. But, Sir, what _ Impudence beyond Example ? The offi- 
cious Cheats will intrude themſelves into your Company, upon the ſpecious 
pn of Civility : They'll make very tree and extravagant Offers to you : 


ut, Oh, the wicked Ape we live in! while [All this while the firſt 
one of 'em is thus amuſing you with ſome im- Pick-pocker is riflin 
pertinent Story, the other is very buſt in Witleſs bis other Peck. 
rifling your Pockets. ets of a Pack of Cards, a 
Table- Book,Papers,&c 


//itl. Odd'zookers ! give me but a Liſt of the Rogues ; my Father is a Ju- 
ſtice, and Þ'1l ſee 'em hang'd, every Mother's Son of 'em- ; 

1ſt. Pick-p. You'll do, Sir,- a mighty piece of Service to the Nation : We'll 
wait on you with a Lilt of their Names, at a more convenient time ; till then, 
your Servant, Sir. [Exeunt Pick-pockets, 

Wit, Gentlemen, Yours —— ; 
Took to your ſelf, Trap, as we walk home ; for theſe kind Gentlemen were 
pleaſed to inform me, the Town is full of Cheats and Rogues : - Wou'd 
I could catch ſome of *em with their Hands in my Pockets, I'd preſently fay 
ro my Sword, —-Sward ! out of the Scab- [ Makes as if he was going to draw « 
board. —O, I am Robb'd! By the Uni- 
verſiry, Robb'd ! — my Sword: —- [Miſes his Sword. 
My Putfe! —— Nay, the very Speech for [Feels in his Pockets 
my Miſtreſs, is gone too! I am Undone! I ſhall not be Marry'd this Week ! 
Alack ! Alack? : 

Tran feelsin? 1 am fafe ; that's well : Come, Sir, you are gull'd, I fee , 

his Phickers e but if the Speech be the worſt” of your Loſs, 1 warrant you 

there is Learning enough upon my Shoulders to make a new one : Pox of your 


[9] 


Books | how'heavy. they: are ! -— ?tis. well for you, you do not load your 
Memory with *em : D*Zlife ! Cou'd you not, like the reſt of the Scholars, leave 
your Learning behind you ? 


Witl. O'ſweet, honey Trap, I ſhall never have ſo fine a Speech again, there 
was no leſs than three As of Parliament quoted in it. 

Trap, But pray :now, have you done ? Shall-we march cn? left your kind 
Gentlemen return, and eaſe me of my Burthen. 

'Witl. Ay, Trap ; Ay ; only this by way of Caution; Be ſure to ſend Word 
immediately to. dear Lucy, Not totake any manner of notice of me, when 
I come to court her Miſtreſs: I'll be for her again, tell her, as ſoon as I 
have got Mrs. Mramvell, that fweert Bird of Love, into the Cage of Matri- 
mony ; till then, Trap, no Syllable, pray, of any Night-Adventures. 

Trap, Oh, there you are out, Sir ; with Submiſſion, I think it your Intereſt, 
the thing ſhould be known. 

TWitl. Fie, Trap, Fie ; *rwould ſpoil my Marriage. - 

Trap, *D*Zlite ! quite contrary : Believe me, Sir, a Lover is valued by his 
Miſtreſs, as a Soldier by his General, the better for his Experience. 

Witl. But for all your fooling, Trap, if Sir Timothy thould examine you 
about my Intrigues, don't you be ſuch a Buzzafd, as to own, it was upon 
ſome ill Deſign : Tell him only, That having often heard, that the meeting 
of two Maiden-heads, begetteth commonly a Fool ; I thought it prudence 
in = to take care, the Son and Heir of my Family ſhould not be fo unlike 
my ſelf. | | 

Trap, Oh! Iffo, then by all mearis, your future Spouſe ſhould uſe the ſame 
Caution ; for then your Children would be wonderful Wiſe : Bur come, 
Lead on, pray. 

Wil. Oh, my Speech ! 'twas a rare One :——— [ Going off. 
Oh, my Sword ! 'twas a pure Blade. 


[ Exevunt. 


SCE NE Changes to 
Sir Maurices Houſe. 


Enter Clerimont and Catchat. 


F Cler. This Mrs. Catchat has a great Influence over the Lady Meanwel!, her 
Siſter; and it I can make her our Friend, ſke'll be a good Advocate -for us.: 


Fil try —— [ Aſide. 

Sniffer, Madam, a paſſionate Lover to make uſe of this Opportunity, to dif- 

cover tc) you the ſincere | [ Addreſſes himſelf 
to Catchar. 


Catch. Hold, Sir, Hold ; Not fo faſt, pray : Dow explain your ſelf 
= ireely yet ; there are Rules of "Decency to be obſerv'd in every 
ung; 


i[S1] 
| wk That's true, Madam .: But my Paſlion is grown to fach a heighth, 
THAT ——m—_ v 

Catch, T know well enough, Sir, that you love me, ſigh, 'and. dye for me : 
yet let me tell you, 'tis both prudent, and diſcreet, I ſhould pretend Ignorance. 
at _ _- time. RC F 
 Cler. Oh, Madam, give me leave but to open my Heart to you, and you'll 

be ſatisfied, that od. ; ith & 
- Catch. Believe me, Clerimont, an 'eaſie Conqueſt affords but little Glo- 
ry : You ſhall value my Heart the better, if 1 make you pull and tvgg hard 
Or its 

Cler. But fſtillyou miſtake my Meaning, Madam ; VIl explain my ſelf<bet- 
ter, and make you ſenſible, that what I wiſh ſo impatiently for, is only — 

Catch, What! Would you come to a Concluſion fo very quick? * Fye, Cle- 
rimont, 'tis againſt the ry What had become of the reſt of the Ro- 
mance, had Mandana yielded preſently to Grand Cyrus z or, Clelia fled into 
the Arms of Arozces at the firit Intimation of his Love? * 

Cler. Let not your Heart, Madam, be fo alarm*d; you have no violence to 
fear from me : | can afſure you, Mariana is the only Obje&t of my Deſires ; 
and: I want nothing to compleat my Happineſs, but Sir Maurice's Conſent, 
with the Favour of your Aſitance towards 1t. 

Catch. Oh Sir, this Shitt I muſt hugg you for ;——'tis the prettieſt ever came 
into a witty Ian's Head. - I admire your Invention ; and vow in all the Ro- 
mances I-ever read, I hardly met with any thing more Ingenious, or better 
- contriy'd. | 

Cler. This is Matter of, Fa&, Madam, and not of Wit: *Tis Mariana I 
love, *tis Mariana has the ſole Empire of my Heart, and to obtain her is my 
higheſt Ambition. | 

Catch. Ah, good Sir, D* Autres, .I underſtand, well enough, what it s you 
mean, under the. diſpguiſed Name of Mariana. Poor Creature ! She is but a 
Pretence I ſee; and indeed, as the caſe ſtands, *tis well for you, Cleri- 
= you are not in Earneſt with her ; for to my knowledge, ſhe is a Man- 

ter. | 
Cler. Ah, Madam | Why muſt you fo deceive your felf, as not to believe 
what is Truth, and fancy Things that are not ? ; 

Catch, No more Grimaces, as you love me; pull off the Vizard, Clerimont, 
and be not aſham'd to own a Paſſion which your Looks cannat conceal. 

Cler. Madam, I proteft 

Catch. Nay, proteſt what yau will, you ſhall ſigh a little longer: Tis not 
for the Credit, and Reputation- of my Charms, to take pity of a Man fo 
ſoon ; ——— [ Locking with a languiſhing Air ugon him. 
tho? I conlels, wers I to break a Rule, there is ſo muſt Honeſty in that Phy- 
fiognomy of yours,- that I could almolt be tempted to —— 

Cl:r. Keep ro your Rules, Madam, I entreat you ; but donot go on in your 
Errour. | 

C:t b, Adieu Clerimont, let this ſuffice for once ; I have, I. fear, diſcover'c 
too much Weaknels already : ?TiS time for my Modeſty to make an honoura. 


he R errear. 
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mn Carch Pray fochear, Sie and be not ſo prefling: Surely you; don'e deſign 
to offer Violence to my Honour , 
Chr. May I periſh, » if T have ſuch a Thought. 
Catch. I'll hear no more, as reveir — 
Cler. Hang me, Madam, if I love you, your—— 


Catch. I tell you, Sir, 'tis in Yan, — aw revvir -—— 


{£x. 

Clerimont -_ 
Pox of her Fancies : Inever met with an mn my Liſe. 
When 4 vain Woman is in Love, ſhe muſt, NY it, perſwade her 


{elf ſhe is belov'd. 


And ſpeaking Truth in Love, we're not believ'd, 
All Women like in this, to be deceiv/d. 


—_— —_ —_ 


ACT II 


Enter Sir Maurice, and Meamwell. 


Sir Mazr. Am over-joy'd at the | News, Brother ; for : his Father and I, 
were intimate Friends, and fellow Soldiers under Monk. You 
may aſſure Clerimont, that I ſhall be Proud of the Honour of his Alli- 


Bur here comes my Siſter ; { Enter Catchat. 
let's hear what ſhe ſays to it, 

' You come in very good time, _— a give your Opinion about a foc 
my Daughter Clerimont is the Man my Brother propoſes: And I am > far 
atisfied with his Character, that I - my tot. 


Catch. My Brother Meanwell cannot be i in Earneſt ſure. I know the thing 
15 impoſlible. 

_ —_ Los _ uy do =_ mean by that ? * 
Catch, Not rot t only © you. any Angie, prayiringelts 
upon ; that's all. The Gentleman's Heavr, tomy. kowiadge,:is cle 

ga'd ſomewhere elſe. 
Mean. You: are in a merry Humour, Siſter : What's the meaning of this 
Fooling? Pray, Is not rb in Love with my Niece th 
Catch. 'I have Reaſon tb think he isnot., ; 
Man. fr I have it from tas own Mouth, Siſter, 


Catch. Conch, (Eng JAK oh, ah, 1 Brother! .How 7 ws i 
oe Yor not he 'yow deſire me to oro he March 
ho Sir Aouriee? tyre! Je ys C__ 
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"4 RET Brother, you mut- think 
ain 

+. The Woman is mad with her Laveting, Where's tho Jeft of it 


pra hs 
Catch. No Jeſt at all, but yory- good Earneſt 1 log Will you have 


it ? hereitis. Clerimont's Love is a Myſtery, re __ yet, 20 none but 


me : But Il be fo kind, perhaps, as to 0pott your ; Eyes, 
Errour, 
' Aedy. os Oo Since you pretend to know things ſo well, let's hear a little, 
where it is his AﬀeRions are fo deeply engag'd? 
6h. But-tell me firſt, Haye'you a Curiofty to know it ? 
HP Heuer Surely, F think * do's concern us all to be better inform'd' 
ut it. 

Catch. Shall I name the-very Perſon-?- 

Mean. Ay, ay, by all means 5 Pm impatient; 

Catch. Well, ſince you defire i it o earneſtly, Fenninp ber ſelf, 
know Brothers, *tis my ſelf. js looking bi 

-. dir Maur. What you! That's a very good Jeſt in troth, Siſter, Sifles, Do 
you know no body in Town to put this upon, but F Sr Maurice, and Mean- 
your own Brothers ? Ha |! hg! ha! well, fall a Laughing. 

Catch. Bleſs me Sirs! means all this Wpndes ? You laugh, and ſtare, 
juſt as if IT had faid { extraordinary.  What'do you ſec in me pray, 
that's ſo very deſpicable? I am, thank God, fo made, as not to need com. 
plain of Nature. 

Sir Maur. F vow, Brather, we have been under a fad Miſtake all this 
_— —_— knew a nay Beauty in our _—_ Be 
Catch 4 ;'poorSouks, 'r, who it s& can'yet kill with a Frown, 
and\ Fetter with a'Smile. : "on ; 

Mean. 1 am ſorry, -Sifter, the World is blind. 

_ Careb. Allthe World; is not Brother, Freeman, Belair, Courtall, Valentin, 
Beau as Dorimant, Belamonr, ſtand, I think, in ſpite of ray as fo many 
r0 conquerin 
ET 6 ht hate! all es love you, Siſter, don't the 

"ns Love me! yes, I think they d063— and beſides theie, a great ma- 
ay. more; tho? 1 ſay it. I could once have muſter'd a whole Regiment of 
em; for beſides thoſe, my Scorns have diſpatch'd, the Wars have robb'd me- 
ot ſome, and the reſt —_ diſcarded; 0y-wich __ 

MAfan. 'But pray oncp Lite deat Ingenioully- with us. ever any 
err nei nar Are wy edey Were in Love- with you 2c; 

Catch. None ever dur purge ſo much Freedom with me. # # /-. 
<. Situ tary. Freewan, 1 wr, gives the worlt Characters of you, and; rid; 
cules you in all Com 5 

Catch. That's only. to. diſguiſe his Pathin, and deceive tho World {ti:: 
Hetter. | 
'  AMaays: pw ho Reaſon werdever 0 Couvall here? | 9 RL 2 
Chtchs "Las £0- w.theigrearbſd ReuſSet;- | g21i fill zu F SLY 
Sir: Manr. Valentin, of late, makes. violent Love to:-Mrimeb. |. 


at you may: ſee your 


[.14'} 
Cath. The Gentleman was forward, and that's the Petance I impoſe on 
him for a Month. <. X 
- Mean. But what if he fhotld fall to it in earneſt, and bid adieu to your con- 
quering Charms ? | Te 
Carch.* I don't fear him, Brother 5 he values Beauty too much, to -fors 
ſake me. PLP. 
Sir Maur. Belamour, to my knowledge, is Marry'd to Philinda. 
Catch. *T'was Deſpair drove him «to it. | 
Mean. Btaugard, Thear, keeps a Miſs at Greenwich. 
Catch. T aftow him to acquaint himſelf with Vice, that he may valte my 
Vertue the more, . 
Sir Maur. As for Dorimant, there is-but Tietle Hopes of him-: Hawas ab- 
ways. a defperare Woman-Hater, 2 td nd 
V'Ezth. He was ſo, Brother, before he ſaw me : He is not the fixſt Convert; 
my Looks have made. "Þ 
Mean. And as for Belair, you know well enough, Siſter, that he profeſles: 
himſelf an inveterate Enemy to ſtale Virginities. | 
Catch. The more Hopes tor me then. 
Sit Maur. O' my Conſcience, Siſter, theſe are all Viſions. | 
- Mean. Nothing but Chimera's of her own. 
Catch. Ay, Chimera's ! Viſions ! Viſions and Chimera's ! nothing but Chi- 
mera's! Very well; I amglad of the Chimera's; I did not know before, 
I had Viſions and Chimera's. 


[Exit Carciue 

Sir Maury. O' my Conſcience, Womens Heads, now a-days, are fo ftuiÞt up 
with their Traſh of Romances and Poetry, .that there is no room left in''em 
= Reaſon, or Common Senſe : Our Siſter is Mad; ſtark Mad, Bro- 
ther. | 
Mean. She has got the Trick of Old Maids, poor Creature ; ſhe builds 
an ny Trophies of Love the Ruins of her Beauty ; and ſets as 
good a Face as ſhe can upon her Sorrows, whiPſt inwardly ſhe is a con- 
tinual Prey to uneaſie Thoughts, and conſuming Deſires ; to knawing De- 
ipair, and tearing Remorſe : I piry her with all my hearr. But to re- 
turn; I have engag'd to give Clerimont an Anſwer : Shall he have Aariana, 
or ſhall he not ? 

” Maur. Why do you ask again, Brother? I have conſented to it al 
ready. 

Mean. Then let's in, and joyn your Lady's Conſent to yours. 

Sir Maw. What need of that, pray? Have I not paſfd my Word 
to you ? VR 

Mean, That's true, Brother ; but ſtill *tewou'd not be amiſs, I think, bey 
fore I deliver my Meſſage, | were ſure of her Approbation too ; tor your 
know, ſhe is ſo 

Sir Maur, 'Tis needleſs, I tell you ; I'll anſwer for my Wife, and take the 
thing upon my ſelf : Go you, and acquaint Clerimenr, that he has my- tree 
Conſent, while I diſcourſe with Mariaza, who comes out ſeafonably four that 
purpoſe - {Exi: Meanwell. 
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| Exter Mariana and Lucy to Sir Maurice. 


Sir Mawr. Come hither, Child, I have pretty News ta tell you : Do you 
know one Cltrimont? | 

Mer. 1 have heard of him, Sir. 

Sir Maur. What Character has he © 

Mar. The World allows him ta be a.Matr of Wit and Honogr.. 

Sir Maxr. I am glad your Account agrees with mine ;. for I haveſome- 

of making him my Son-in-Faw. 

. Mar. Oh, raviſhing News! Pardon me,dear Sir, if | have done ill, in con- 
—_—_— you tillnow, that this ſafne Clerimont you named, has already. 
ſhewn Inclination for me ; the return of which, I am glad ta find, is by 
your Conſent approved'of. | 

Sir Maur. You miſtake me, Child ; 'tis for. your Siſter. Lowewit, and not for 
you, I have given my Word. | 


Mar. Oh, Heavens ! what is't I hear ? [ She tarts. 
—_ __ Is there. any thing in this, ſeems f ſurpriſing. to. you, 
Mer. 1s it poſlible Clerimont ſhould” be fo Unfaithful 7: [Afide... 


Sir Mazr. What means this great Concern ?. 

Mar. Support me, Lucy; 1 1hall Faint: 

Sir Maxr. Come, Child, be not ſo concern'd ; this was only to try you, 
and"ſee if your Love. to Cleriment is as great as the Eſteem I have for him : He 
tas my Conſent to make his Addreſſes to you ; uſe him you as a Lover. 

Mar. 1 receive the, Blefling on my Knees ; and 'thank Heav'n, my . Duty, 
and Love are reconciled” She Kneels. 

Sir Mawr. I underſtand my Wife. deſigns you. for young Mr. #/itle/s 3 but 
tel come too late- I aſſure Him : _ however, I muſt receive him civilly, and 
amuſe him for a wiiile, the. better co ſecure our Proje 

Mar. Her Ladyſhip, Pm atraid; wil) make ule of all her Power. and Rhe-. 
corieck-ro oppoſe my Wiſhes. 

Sir 'Maur. I'd fain fee thar. . 

Lacy, Ay, well ſaid;” Sir : Don't l&t her great Words frighten you? 

Sir Maur. A pretty thing, indeed ! . a Husband thould mind what. a Wife. 


Bter Tovewit, — [who ſpeaks. afide :.: 
Sir Timothy Wirle/s, and his. lubberly Son, are juſt come in ; and I made 
tafte betore ”em; to obſerve how my Rival 'receiyes the firſt Complements ot, 
ker. new Lover: . | 


Entey 
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" Enter Sir Timothy Wideſs, and Widlefs. 


Sir Tim. Sir Maurice, this.1s my Son-7;m, of whom Fame has told you fo 
much already. he | 

= Maur. Mr. Witleſs, your Servant ; I car hardly Expreſs how glad I am 
to fee yph. 

Sir 7:41. Now Tim. for Complements. 

Fitl. Is it not a | ſhould begin with the Father 2 

Sir Tim. Ay, Ay; by all means. | 

[Witleſs re like a-Schook Boy, and ating with bis Hands, addreſſes 
__ .. bimlelf 10 Sor Maiwice,] + Rs 

" Sir, I come to ſaluce, acknowledge, chefiſh and reverenceig you a ſecond 

Father ; but a ſecond Father tos whom 1 am more indebted chan-co my firſt ; 
the firſt Begot me, but you Chule me; 1 was his by Necefliey, bur you accepe 
me by Favour: what I received” from him, was bur the mere j 
of the Body ; but: what 1 have from you, | is. the free angejon of the 
the Will ; and by how much more the. noble Faculties of #h&. excced 
the common: Endowments of the Body, by {0 mich more alſo do F'valtethae 
honourable Alkance, for which T am now'come to pay” yewmy profound and 


reſpetful Homage. + 
Lucy, Nothing like a College, Madam, for Wit. [To Marians. © 
Wil. Have I performed well, Sir ? p [70 Sir Timothy. 
Sie Tims. To.a Miracle, Tim. — Now for the Ladies. | 
Wal. Muſt 1: Kiſs? ey | 
Sir Tim. .Ay, Ay, Boy ; they expeRir. 


[Wicleſs goes up- ro Lovewit, bom be miſtakes fer the Mothirs 
| ſalutes ber, and they ſp.aks to ber : 
Madam, your Right of Maternity - 
Si. Tim. Odd>bodikins, Tim. you' are ont 5 — that is not the Mo- 
ther. 
Witl. Where is ſhe then ? *— *Tis none of my fatrlt, fure ? * 
Sir Many, My Wife w llbe here prefendly, Mr. With fs.” | 
Wl. Shall I itay, Father, till ſhe comes co receive my Speech *f 
Sir Tim. You may in the-mean time harargueyour Miſtreſs. - | 
Leven, There ſtands'a Lady, Sir, waits impatienily for your Comple. 
MUnt. [ Speaks" [cornfully. 
[ Witleſs puts bis Speceb into bii Hit; and ſciret mes looks owMaziana, * 


ſometimes on the Speech ; and ſays; 

aadom, As the Statue of Ademneon gave an harmonious Sound; when :the - 
Rays of tl: Sun refieted on it; ina like manner do I find my Telf animated * 
with a raviiing hy =>, at the gloricus Appearance of: the Sun-ſhine of - 
your-Beauty :; -——— Give me Iave then, "Madam, to lay at the Akar of © 
j our Charms, che Offering, of chat Heart, ambitious only of the Honour of + 


3) 


being, Madam, your moſt loving and devoted Servant and Husha 
Wrtleſs, of C pak oor s usband, Timothy 


: Lucy, Hey-day ! Who" wid" "Uihſeo Stilying hard, to ſay ſuch fine 
thin 
SF Maw, 2 bro To It hh, ;, What db) _ think of my Daughter ? wr 
nor a pretty Rook far you to turn.gver? 

Wa, REOET 4 Beaury In Fl, 


fa dL ve 101 


Enter 2-5 Stckwral 


| 38 M ivr. Dear, this is Mr. #7 "apy reſent to 
[AMintles tothe Lady M Madam y 


7 


Lad I am my a ars | Influ- 
ence, yak, 1 Steps, Lpdrs De TL, vo, oy th ben " 
Vit Righr ghe'6F Maternity — 


ge and Le T like her very 
ou ye 0 a mein the middle of my 


J pr antes 
Irs... r, & is [[ Preſents Witleſs ro Mar. 


CAE for rd ave = has decreed, ani T *pronounce, your Hus- 
Mour. What | dear Duck ! | before Sir Timothy, and I have examined in- 
to Se ) 


Lady M. Duck! = ! What a ruſtick and mean ps tor yt is there ? 

Sir Maur. Well, then my walking Univerſi ity, my ing Library of Fleſh, 
give me leave to tell you, things of this Nature deferves forhe *Conſidera- 
LON. 

Lady M. That's good indeed with Pcop le * that nezd ſecond Thoughes : 
But —_— quick Imagination, and odio Judgment meet, the firſt do as 

I havereſolv?d it ſhall-be ſo;; no more words pray : | expedt your com- 
yo 
n Sir Mavr. Put, Why muſt we precipitate things. in this manner ? Why not 
give 'em time to know one another? Are you ſure their Inclinations will 
agree ? 

I ady 24. Marriage may breed Love ; they muſt try. 

- Sir Mawr. On my word, Lady, if Marriage hasthat Effect with them, they'll 
ave better Laick than I. 


Silo Mer. For m , Madam, I'm ready.. 
Sir. Tins. Spoke like : , Tim. [Si Maur. claps him on the Shoulder, 


» Mas; And: tor my. part, Sir, I am not : I muſt freely own,to you, that 
your'Merit has not yet madean Impreflion deep enough in me. 

- WittL There. is; luch a Sympathy of +-=/gh in our Two Faces, that my 
| Heart cells - we were mars one for an oy ie hou FLIES 
10 Moar:oMarriage is ing 4 Bondhgs, th Ir t 
; Ghardcter of a Man of Honour, to ih Ka ] Perfoir ts _ Ra 

u 0 


Ei: 
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' Witt. ' Kops , Madam, 1 77g Hondur, and yet con- 
fent to'receive your of the Hands of your Parents. , 

Mar. A Woman's Heart proves commonly a Rebel, which was taken from 
her'by Vidknce: - © ; 

Sir Tim.] Tim. Tim. fair Means are beſt. | 

Wittl, We read in the Ancients, Madam, that there was a laudable Cuſtom 
amonglt *<m, to raviſh Danghters our of their Father's Houſes, to the end it 

- hot appear, that they had,''of their own accord, fled into the Arms of 
a Man, 

Mar, The Ancients, Sir, '#re dead, and we live ; we can ſave our Mode- 
ſty without their Cuſtoms : And when a Match is offer'd, we know how 
to expreſs our Liking to it, without offending* agairfſt the Rules of Decency. 
Give me, Sir, but a lire time : If you love me, as you pretend, you muſt 
have nb other Will but. mine. *- | 

Witl. Yes, Madam, to the Intereſt of my Love Excluſively. | 

Mar. But ſure the greateſt Inſtance of Love, in 2 Corplailant Lover, is 
to ſubmit, without reſerve, to the Pleaſure of his Miſtreſs. 

Wirtl. Dif inguo, Madam j where the poſſeflion of her: Perſon is not con- 
cern'd, Concedo ; but where it is, — h 

Mar. Well, Sir, ſince you want Complaiſance to allow me time to con- 
ſider, ll not want Prudence to take it my ſelf, 1 am not for Marrying in ſuch 
haſt, nor before my Father has declared his Mind, Sir. | v 

Lovew. e My Siſter you ſee, Madam, had rather rely upon her Fancy, than 
to the Lady. 5 truſt to better Eyes for a Choice. 

Mar. Liſter, if my Father will not give me the Man Love, F ſhall beg of 


him, atleaſt, nor to force me tro Marry one I hate. | 
[ Exit Mariana. 


Lady M4 Your Danghter, Sir Mawrice, grows every Day fo , 
to Sir Maur, F and fo — chat no polite Soul can bear with 
her Effrontery : but T'll take her fo Task, and teach her a Se comvitre. —— 


Enter Catehat, follow'd by Sir Maggot Jingls. 


Catch. Make room, make room for the Virgil of 'our Age. . 
J Lovew. What | my old Lover, Sir Maggor Fingle, I am. in an Extakie for 

oy. 

Sir Many. Pox of their Jingle, and his ſcandalous Title : Mult that ftarving 
par#ftical Knight be alwayy' rhiming -and bawling at my Table. :«Carſe on 
him! Ore may know by hs Vids, better than by the Clock, : when 'tis Din- 
ner-time at my Houſe. *$ir- 7iwothy, I think you and: b:have:nethiog 
w do here, Had not webeſt (po iti, +and take a Pipe it my little Room? 

; Sir T:m. With all my Heart, Sir Maurice. | | 

Sir Mou" The Ladies will taks cate'of Mr. = * 


7 
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Lady Maur. My; Witleſs., "let: me have the Honour of preſenting you 
- a Darling of the Muſes, this younger Brother of Apt, vir ; Pia 

HUSLD 17 4 
Wittl What, Madam, the Famous Sir Maggot Fingle that wriz that Incom- 
parable Poem of the Pox ? 

Lady M: The very Jame,. Sir. | 

FWatle(s.: Qb Sir! for the fake of the, Fox, let me embrace you, as long as 
there are Men that love tohuntatter Wit and Fancy ; your Fox will be ie 
*o be run to Poſterity. - [ Embraces Sir Maggot Jing, 

Sir 2. Fingle, Sir your- moſt Humble : 1 do not love to commend my ſelt ; 
but I take thac Piece to be a Nonwadtrs in the kind. : 

Witleſs. What pity”tis, [ ir,, thee Court does not underſtand your Merit. 

Sir 4. Fing. I am now wary Foe ungrateiul World, with a rare Colle- 
Rijon of my Songs; for without Vanity let it be ſpaken, I am the beſt 
Lyrick Poet in England; ers to 

Catch, How Wittily his Muſe expreſles her ſelf. 

Lady Maur. I'm now in my Element — N:mble bring Chairs. —— There 
lies a Booby now, for want of underſtanding the e/£9q4/i- [Nimble brings a 
brium of _ : | Chair, . and fails with it, 

Nimble. And if this,. I faw it, 'as ſoon as 1 was down. | 


Sir M. Jing. 'Tis well for you, Son of an Aſs, 
Natare did not make you of Gl1ſc. 


Lovew. What! an impromptu.with ſo muck Wit !. Wonderful ! 
Catch, Surely this Man is the Phoenix of Voctry, 
| | \ | [ Chairs are hrougbt, all fit. 

Sir. M. Fing. Well Ladies, Is the Day fix*d for the opening of your Acade- 
my of Beaux E/prits. 

Lady JMavur. Tueſday is the ay, Sir Maugght. 

Sir A. 7ing. Woe then to the Royal Society z the Glory of it will ſuTer a 
manifeſt Echpſe. 

Catch. Nay, Sir Maggo!, we/ will not be ſo Cruel neither to thoſe Gentle. 
men as to retuſe to join to our Learned Body, the moſt able Mathcmaricians 
amonglt em ; to the end, that by a free Communication of our Diſcoveries, 
we may penetrate together into fuch dark Secrets of Nature, as have hither- 
to been dcem'd untathomable by humane Capacity. 

Lady Mzaur. Our: Socicty- ſhall be as the Inquiſition, | a Tribunal withove 
Aontal, or Mercy ; where, with a Sovereign Authority, we ſhall Judge of all 
Books that.come out :- No Authors thall write well, but thoſe we approve of ; 
and nobody pretend to Wit, but we, and our Friends. ” 

Lovew;” But you, Sir Maggot, has your witty Mule conceiv'd of late : What 
News pray rom Apollo's Levee ? | 

| Sir M. Fg. Very little, Madam, that deſerves to be named ta iuch Sap- 
- phok of our. Age, as 1ſce here. 
"  «woew. Come Sir Maggot, no Compliments: You know we had rather 
hear fins chings, than our ſelves co 
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Sic M. Jong: .This is apa 5 oO matey 
TE ow 


Sir M. Fingle. _ Hum, Ham ' «nlg91% rn: I wy 
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= = re me ears breath, : ny to 


I vow, —— "07 8 {V . wie 
6 me! Har 2h ny rin Maphor ht fch brute Aparemiit is.) 
Le» Dat Fl Million Force it 
out, FI a bien will,” i implies hallenge, a Defiance to Criticks, 
Lovew. Pd freely giy — the' Anttior of -z Eo Ea, 


out of the cortimon 


—--—Hhilf you' ut 
Agidl, 1 117 \ Elbert fn wo rag = Df he 
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M-RAT . 


Sic M Jing. What” follows, Ladies, will not diſgrace the Im | 
ſure; | 21 FL « _—_ . : 
What ! thus re _— 0 nf Race, 
Is your hich 'B 
And Nigh bonds Di ney you ſo 


Though i has a i Faver ſons 


Ob, yet at lewp 
And when wizt we the bets, Yes 
eas a1" Haute Fe Sk X' M6 4iÞ 
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Lady M- Ta ok onges) rn) quihtaniions af -idD. a. 
Catch, T die, away ! Support me ! Oh, Sapporo dy 4 i 
Alas ! ; 

Lovew. Fm loft in Pleaſure! ——— + ffi 2 nn 

Lady M. yt has all this Favour found ; though you have indulg' 


I bun , SE Te dP 4 Pale) fone Udiana- 


tion, ſome Reſentment for its Ingratitude. 
_ With =_ own Hand: let NT Tat That is, Take hold of it, 


AE Var Mewakea Re khe7 VV ? VVhatdo think 
e leſs, dig | at do you 
* Livy ac Vol <lle .C : 

Wizl. V'Vhat he deſerves, | ve to be Hang'd. 

Sir M. | Norh, yes Sr, oo ty youkuow him _" Io [Þ po Paſſion. 

Witl. wot | vaſt , 4m iterate 
x <A = Ss vor, with wichoge che e.of "Philoſophy 
"1 Loves: You are toner, Ms en td Eats for Wir 
am h 

Wit h-Trcafoh againſt 
Aob: ng bug en being a Tan- 


gible Body, 
ET I am 


wg 
ry DTC ite better Verſes than 
em and my reaſon TY my ſelf the Authour 
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Wk VVhat OL, Sir ? | FN » $1:11qs 4 pals | ,u245394. 
Sir M4, Fi rhe Sir 5 [10 en {apr {ol 7 "Fl 
7 Yn 
you a es pon ay | you Uname,; only to eyou ke the 
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ings wren a write ” Nadi upon a Box, che Ear,” 


Gs him @ Box ob? = 
_y ay Hai me, fin offer « lutle muſng,] —— —And.fo 


I will 
\ \ $i.Ma wy Jiogle 
emp Eqr tingle ; 
\ | "be nl F me 4 Affront: 
| ron? or. his. Box © 
pres Pox ; s 
. Sha -igh, i er Gn ts. 
"Ha! Ha!” © y [ Laughs. 


; : Vw: e do you ago 2 you Chimney-Sweeper of Parnaſſus ! —= 
oo I take a Box o'th' E 


| have too much Honour to put up a Jeer : - 
the 


[198 ] 
the Scull of Chancery, I'll Rhime thee Black and [Witleſs lays bis Sword 
Blue, -—< Come if you dars ! you, Poet ”" , , and offers" to 
reat of Bedlam. "LE j . / Box with Sir M. 
a Jingle, | 
Lady 2M. In the Name of Apollo, I charge 
vVou to keep the Peace. Pt GO IVE 
" Wil. Thank the Muſhroons, RITES live.-—— And now Ladies, to 
convince you, that a Vt Rhiming Knight, is but an Owl to a Scholar, 
Hece;” Here's a pece of V Vork, .for-Onc /- &lb offers 4 rolg beet of 
that has! keen” at Combridye ;but: Fours | ; large Paper to Lady Mi 
Years and ,Three-quarters. | | | 
Sic. M. Fing--If you pleaſe, Madam, Þll fave your Ladyſhip the trouble of 
Reading. [<4 | Sir. M. takes the Paper. 
CS Maggot Fingle reads- | 
And Exa&t and Accurate MAP, — the moſt Curious 
and moſt Remarkable Signs upon- the Road between Cam- 
brid:ze and: Loydon, with their ſeveral Motto's, Toſcriptions and 
Devices, as they Were faithfully taken and delineated by Ti- 
mothy Withefs, Batehelor of Arts,. in his late Trayels. | 


Sir M. Fing. By Apollo, the a ata be, 14> —— Hah! Hah Hah! 
Jong BY | | | Ladlts book on the Paper. 

Witl. You may look, Ladies, and wonder : I can fay, that for my ſelf, 
there is a thing now, Sir Francis Drake neverthought of 1n all his {rave 
at Sca. | | 

Lovew. For my part, Tam charm'd with the curious Drawing, 

Witl. And well you may, Lady : for to tell you the truth, I have, .in all 
my Fancies, a huge ſtroke of the Antients : - — Look you; All theſe fine 
Proipects you ſee here, 1 have copied” from a famous Landskip, drawn, to 
the beſt of my Memory, five Years before the Flood. | 

Sir M. Jing. Pray, Sir, do you know what Country-man the Painter 
Was. [In 8 jeering Tone. 

Witl. A Foreigner, to be ſure, by his way of Drawing : 1 think he was 
Painter in Ordinary to the King of Venice ; his Name begins with an (&c.) but 
truly, I have forgot it now. + 

+Nimble, Madam — Dinner is upon the Table. _ 

Lady M. Mr. Witleſs, you'll do us the favour to go in. 

Lovew. Sir Maggot, for the ſake of the Ague, be you'my Gueſt to day, 

Sir M. Jing. Agreed : —— 


A hearty Meal muſt make our Works compleat ; 
A Poet bves to Write, and Writes to Ear. 
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Enter: Lucy': «nd; Traps. 
nered 5} +*;o0, 10 irt 


f 


J 1S Steward's Place, fayeft thou? Fajthy no News. in the World 


Trap. ; 


| have beet more welcome; - for beſides that T' have a na- 
tural Inclination to Miſchief, Sir 7;morby was pleas'd,: juſt now, to give 'me 
warning to be gone to morrow, ' only for ing a5 my activg a lictle/too 
familiar with that habitual Sin of his, Mrs Heart-eaſe, his Houſe-keepex, and Þ 
was almoſt mad for an opportunity to be revenged of im. : 


| | ons © Enter Clerimont.] 3 
Lacy, Hold,;Feck, Hold 3 here comes the 'Gentlemanz make your beſt 


Honours to yqur beſt Malber.— als 1 9 0 afPrefents. Trap to Cle. 
This Creature you ſee hers, Sir, rthy Brother, of, mine, whole Skill 


re you lee that 
od Zeat . YOu Serv ,L . aleqoy com *TUFECN | 
Cler. tro Mok Serv Phe wer a Faire anſwe. | 


his Phyſiognomy, T hat: his Cenſcience can diſpenſe with a little Rogi, » 
do a No 4 Kindneſs . 8:7 the heart to ſerve his Maſter's Riv. 

TYap, For a Maſter, vir,. give me leayg.to own nane byt you : 1/711) 
Conſcience, I'am as mqdilh as the. Vier of Brey 3, and {gldojrn lifter jo 11 11th 
theres Prefe ol EY 


rment In the caſe. © | | 

Cley. Then let's tro Action immediataly.: Whag, .can . you, think of 5:0, to 
give me a taſte of your Wit. nat ci 

Tr:p, For my Probation Trick, I have. a Plot in hand, will. ſtrang<!y con- 
found and perplex the Wiles : but I maſt not foreſtall you wich an Actount 
of my ProzeRs ; only by way pn, 7! to our Comedy, jt.you have a mind to 
make your ſelf Sport, and ſerve your Love art the ſame time, I can put you in 
a Way... . 

Chr With all my heart :. —— Ler's hear what you propole ? 

T+2p, Mr.WWirleſs has order'd me tS find out a Dancing-Maſter for kint : 
Lect mz but introduce you in that Quality,2nd yqu'll have a good Opportunity 
to remove bis Aﬀections from your Miſtreſs : che Man is as,Eaſic as you can to 
with ; put any thing upon him, Pll anſwer, *rwill tak. 

Cler, I long-to be ating of that part; for I was vapatient to ſee the Figure 
of the Man. | 

Lycy, Then march about inſtantly ; for behold the Enemy appears. 

Cler. Adien, pretty Mrs. Lucy : Remember me a thouſand times ro Charming 


Miriana, ——— Y.ou Matchiavel, away to. Conſultation, [To Trap, 
[Exennt /cverally, 


Enter 


[+] 


Enter Catchat and VVitleh.] 


YCat <6, "1 fay,- Mr. Witleſs,. that Milk-Sop Babe, my Niece, ſhall not have 
ou; upon my.V.V ord, the ſhall not. * 

Witl. She uſed me ſcurvily, that's the truth on't. . © 

Cath, She does not deſerve a Man of V Vit. 

Witl. No more ſhe don't, Faith.* 

Catch. I am really fo ſhagrgen, Sir, to ſee a pretty Gentleman abuſed in 
my Brother's Houſe, that to five the Credie of his Family, I am thinking of 
ſometbing'to make you amends:for bis Daughter's Rudeneſs. 

”y You are exceeding 4 Aa wp | Ws 
+ Cabs Look upon mg, Mr. 1, a8, & , 09 10ve 2 
LVoman that has liv'd jult ng oath 70 8 WIR. and make a good 

ice 

Witl. *Tis ſuch a one I long for, I proteſt. 

Catch. A Beautiful, Charming Creature. 

Witt. Faith, you make my Mop =” . 
Catch. AVVig a Critick, an Authour ? * 

find fuch a Treaſure ? 


Wil. Oddqzookers {. But where ſhall we find 1 | 
Catch. Such a Treafure 1s aboye th@®Merit qnd Arabitiefi of Crowned Heads ; 


and yet at your Service, Mr. ## 

Witt. Oh, you raviſh me, am! Ym tranſported! Let me fee that 
Angel ! that Goddeſs ! 1 muſt adore her !* VVhere is ſhe? VVhere is ſhe, 
pray ? ot” 

Catch. Not far, Mr. Wileſs : ———— Here The ſtands. 

Witl V'Vhere, Madam ? VVhere? . : [Turns round. 

Gp Turn this way, Mr. //::leſs, and fix your Eyes twpon me ; "tis 
my ſelf. ; 


Writ. VVhat! Yon, Mrs. Catchat ! And is that Face you have on now, 
all the Faces you have in the V Vorld, pray ? 

Catch. No doubt on, vSir.; ' And furcely, whoeve: has ſuch a One, need nor 
deſire a better. | 

Witl. Faith, Madam, to be plain then, that Face of yours is a very unman- 
nerly Face, to give the Lye to fo fair a Deſcription. : 

Catch, Icannot be angry with One Pm furs loves me : — Beſides, T muſt 
rell you, Mr. Witleſ:,. (though indeed there 3s little need of any other Charm 
bu us Perſon,) I am 4 Foxtune, Sir z ——— TI have Thouſands, Thou- 
iands, Sir. _ | 3 ) 

VVittl. Oddzniggs, Madam, you ſhould have menitjon'd that'firft of-all. 

Carch. The Mortal I ſhall blels with the poſleflion of mp Perſonat Gonds, 
extrinſick, or intrinſick, ſhall have 4009). down; and a 19099). when ], am firlt 
delivered of a Child, gay 


Wil... With. 


[ 22 ] 
VVitl, With Submiſſion, that's ill ordered, Mrs, Catchat, it ſhould. be a 
1000 [. down, and 4000 /. at the fall of the Firſt-Fruit ; becauſe the Temp. 
tation of the Money, is all the Provocation a Husband is Ike to have with 
you, to ſtrive for.an Heir. 4A | 
Catch. 2 Bleſs me! the Fellow is a Fool, a perte& Stranger to Wit, and 
aſide. Beauty : I guſt ſtick to my Clerimont ; he is a Man of Judg- 


mene. 


Enter Sir Maggot Jingle, Lady Meanwell, and M4:.Lovewite, 


Lovew. Come, Sir Maggot, we(will not be put off with a Complement . 
we'll have the Song. £4 0 

Sir 2. Fing. To tell you the Truth, I am a lietle proud of this Piece z look - 
_— ic as a very lucky Hitt of ' my Mule cowards. Preferment. 

ere it is. 
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ub QuHenls £ Levis wich aff hiv nhighe, 
Th ome, _ ; FL 
Refign t Pegay or one Night, © 
6-85/ ? gy beg of -France. 
To the: Monſieur, h 
As I love s Chriſtmas-Pye, 
Her Fleſh thy Royal Paw ſhan't handle. 
to my ſelf, 
VV ho ſhines as Ay as eny Candle. 


Livew. Next time Sir Maggot favours'us with a Viſit, I'hope our Mectings 
.will be regularly fixed. 
Catch. Do you know, Sir Magget, that I'diſcovered laſt Week, Three Men 
in the Moon, fighting a Duel in a Church-yard ? | 
Sir M. Ting. , ms. ok I know; and [hear ſince, that he in the Flue Coat 
was LY and drop'd down into a Tub of Yeaſt, at. a Brewer's in Bury. 
" Catch. I ſaw the poor Creature fall ; and I could not but admire at the gther 
Two, who, .in of ruining away, and making their Eſcape, fell a gazing 
-on me for an Hour together. The Sparks of that ſhining World, are of a lo- 
ving Conſticution, 'T promiſe you ; a few Looks of mine would ſoon conſume 
*em all; and then my Charms, like Alexander , muſt weep for want o! 
Worlds to Conquer. | 


Sir M. Ting 


ir M. Fig. 1 cannot boaſt of Pen Ing, Madam : However, I 
find ones in the Preſs, will, I appear new tothe World ; 
and that's Cook upon £:tr/eton turn'd. into. Verlie, 

Wittl. Now you talk -of Projets; Do you know, Ladies, that my Titor 
and I, -are I up a Penny-Poſt to the Wift-IrVies. 

\ Sir" Ad. * ut you, Mrs. Carchat,. what's become pray of your dainty 
Picce of Whar! 6s as You call it? cog, 

' Carch; What! my-Satyr againſt Eunuchs ? F left it unfin:ſh'd ; the 
filthy Subject roked ” not ; 

Lady M. nels Fa fc any thing that het rare! the publick Spi- 
rit init :'I was \with my. Lord Mayor, to communicate to him a 
MathematicaF-E of thy own; to keep the Streets 2s.lean, and 3s dry as 
a A. owns, hs Year round: 

ow's this, Madam, ps 
' M: *Tis only by ſecuring ſecuring the City Hom Rain. 

Fire. From Rain, Madam: that's unpoſſible. How carr you compaſs 
ws 
Lady M. Oh. eaſily enough, Mr. Wael, : - Tell Have. you -ſeen the 
laring Lamps upon.the Road to "_ 


"Yoorfadara,. I = 
"Lady A Well; juft en Fl, wr Pits ponted above che 
wn om ney one of em, to blow the 
Cloudgaway F 


| ont, e maki for w 
"Sir: TOO ba = rn % lng; pro diſove the 


price Stone. « a "= wad 1h, 

Loberh. No, no, Sir 6 2. ne - noble f are 

You muſt underſtand, that have made ColleAion of all the Fo 

that ever came out, which I def 1&7 40 put into m: Limbeck ; and then extr 

all. the Quinteſſence of. Wit. that is in them, to fell if by drops ta the toe 

_ oh 7 Madam, Let me beſpeak'a few of Drops 
ir M, , me ew of your wi rops1or 

the:'Poor OR: of the” Athenian Mercury. | 4 7" 
Lovew, Surely thoſe Oracles of Learning do not want*em. 

FP V/Vittl. Faith but they do:: Look you, I propoſed but this to them other 

Day : Yppoſe we ſhould put che Brains of a Scholar into the Head of 

a Bull, ar or no that Bull would peak Latin as I do? and-never truſt me 

if they knew what to-ſay toit. 

(Catch. But why ſhould you think that ſo mighty a Miracle. 1 my ſelf who 

ſeldom boaſt of any thing, am now teaching a Flea to ſing : The little Crea- 

cure 'underſtarids the Netes alre:dy ; and if I live, ſhe 4ball ſing a Song in the 


next Opers that's ated, —— 


063, 
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cir Moi YoulMptie ans taken corker Bortle fre; "Wi in fuch haſt 


Sir Timothy? 
Nagin way L: have Pubnck of Imporancs in I 
'C 


Str Tem. Look, yorr, 
my Noddle; 1 1dvd'to be: b-hphefh Fin? . Come: 
'co.my i& 


you muſt be x to marrow; aong Bong 
of King Dick, PYmake'the&'as* pay av Dome 
Laftics your Servants Sir Marie your molt Humble. 
Fu 
VPittl.-I Ladies, and remain your 'tmoſt pride 
Progenitor i in! Law, 1 retforeyer your duetuSon tha is tobe. iſ: 7 WT 
Exit V Vietdeſs. 
Sir Ad. Ting. | muſt take my leave too, Ladies ; for. ſome Vertuofs are to wait 
6h tne this about a Scheine Þ am for the 'Houſe,, to have 
Ss _—_— Towns, and. Vill: & of Ss burp into $ea-Ports. -; T's 
. Lady 2. Then. gir sbatember your Pro- 
- - and4'fall not at the' | 
day "pay His devoirs 'tb'ts; notes 


Friends, to find. Be EN the.” 


| Ce cr Poe 
Tay "3t, VVharronk Cans Y V eee pw 
The ny es a Sir Mogeor 2.0 
Toms nice Lokies c of 
SES be GOES. elagriarge bo rr 
t if there be any ir Palates 
and tickle tReir 07nd! Ears up of the Nofe,, ahd 
a Jeſu had I-known the was _" filthy, I ; pus not _— ſeen it for a Mil- 
ton: They'll be fare, for thr own* epurariony, 6-cry,/thePoct's down ; 
and declaim high againſt thoſe who" thew fo little! Modeſty, as tb fee It the 
ſecond Day. 


Lady 24. 1 khow the Authior, Sir Miggy, and flare enzape for the Chaſlti- 


ty of his Maſs, 
Sir M. ing. TTisefibugh, Ladies, ihie-vle Poreis under your Prote&ion ; . 
Fit 3” ke his Play 1 warrant you, and clap ſtoutly as Ove as The Candles begin 


[ Exit 


[ 25 ] 


Sir Maur. 1 thought, Witt Paramount, T muſt have been forced to diſmils. ' 


my ſelf without Audience. 

Lady M. What! Angry? Sir Maurice ;* I thought you ſtood all the 
while admiring the Famous Sir Maggot fingle | 

Sir Maur, Hang him for a ſcurvy Pimp of Wit, that could never Match 
Rhime, and Senſe together, a Scoundrel of Parnaſſws, and the very ſcandal 
of his Trade. 

Lovew. His Trade ! Fough, how Citizen-like is that Expreſſion ! 

Sir Maur, A dull Gofliping, Rhiming Paraſite, who Robs the Piazzas of 
Paper to Write his Madrigals upon, and ſtands Recorded in Ale-Houſes, 
for the inſpying Liquor that him a Wit. 

Catch. Brother, Brother talk with more Reverence of Sir af 

a Knight, 
poon. 


pray, What if his Loyalty to Oliver has made him Poor, he is 
a Poet, and ſuch as he, you know, can Fight, and Lam 

Sir Maxr. Faith, Siſter, I tear neither his Sword nor his Satyr, as long as I 
keep a good Table ; for fuch as he I know, had rather put up an 
Dd a, Ho Sir Maurice, is the merry God Dancing 

M. How now, Si ce, is mer ing a Ji 
within the incloſure of your Brains ? you forget — {elf ſtrangely mai 

Sir Maur. "Tis to you, Siſter, I'fpeak, what a Devil have youtodo with 
ay. 4 + ſtrange compound your Husband cof Valas 

Catch. Lord, viſter, what a e com our 15 ar 
—_ i | —_— hing indeed = SpeRacles of ks 

ir Maur. thing 1 , to es of yours , 
ſet on the Top of my Houſe, for you to peep, and tell how many area. 
Coaches are going in the Moon. 

Lovew, Ohthe Illicerate Brute ! thus to affront a Tel [ fide 

Six Mawr, T am no Scholar, not I, and I thank my Stars tor it, but with 
your leave, ſo much common Senſe has taught me, that all the Stydy and 
Philoſophy of a Wife, ſhould be to pleaſe her Husband, inſtru& her Chi 
dren, have a Vigilant Eye over Domeſtick Afﬀairs, keep a Order in 
WONG nd oe LACTIS and ion to all 
about her. 

Lady M. Sir Maurice like another Solon, is now ſetting up for a Law- 
giver, Poor Soul ! 

Sir Maur, The Women of Old did not read ſo much, but lived better , 
Houſewifry was all the Knowledge they afpired to ; now adays Wives muſt 
Write forſooth, and pretend to Wit with a Pox, 

Catch. 'Tis the partial', and fooliſh Opinion of Men Brother, and not 
our Fault has made it ridiculous now adays ; for a Woman to pretend to 
ws. ſhe was born to it, and can ſhew it well enough, when oc6aſion 
erVes. 

Sir Maur. Ay, to our Coſt ſometimes, Female Wit Triumphs , and Ex- 
cels in three things, Revenge, Diflembling and Cuckoldom ; there I granc 
we mult yield to _ for quickneſs and dexterity. 

Catch, But for all your Jeſting Brother, a Man's Wit is as dull as his Ap» 
petite, if not ſt an Edge by ours, s 

ww 


—— — 


| [a&] 
hw * Mawr. Hang your Edging, a Woman's Wit was always a Pimp toher: 
ures. | 

Lady M. Tm tired Sir Maurice with your. Nonſenſe : Satyr does not 
Become a Citizen. | | 

Sir Mawr. But I tell you Lady, that- I- will have a Reformation in m 
Houſe, that this Plague of- Wit has infected all my Servants, even my little 
Boy, forſooth, cannot turn the Spit now' without a Pharamond, or a Caſſan. 
ds in his hand ;_ if I call for Drink, the Butler brings me a Spencer, or a- 


Bo Jolnſon. | 
Lady M. 1f this bs all you have to fay Sir Maurice ;-Farewel: 
Sir-Maur, No, Angry Mother of the Miſes, = me but Attention; and: 

you ſhall hear ;- your Daughters Wit it ſeems is like to ſtarye her Love: I'm. 

told ſhe deſigns to keep Hoſpitality in another World, and Feaſt the worms 

wich her Maiden-Hea | 

Lady M. What ftrange fargor's this ? 

Sir Maur. But Mariana being not ſo Witty, but like + Gaghe 
Creature, defirous to keep Houſe in this World ; 'tis timetothink of a Hus- 
0G ae Th hat ng Willom hes . alicady: ditermined 

1s what my preventing termined ;- 

IThave engag'd to Sir 7T:morh, that his Son fhall be the Man; he is a Perſon of 

deep parts, and that's in my Opinion the only. way: to infuſe the Spirit of. 

ement into your Daughter ? 3h 
ir Maur, Did you not perceive by my Daughters Diſcourſe with Mr, 

Witleſs, that:ſhe. has no great liking to him ; why ſhould we force her Incli- 

nation- my. Dear. 

Lady M, What now ? will you offer to ContradiQ me ;- I have paſt 
my word; andit mult be fo. | 

Sir Maur. | am not ſo much againſt it my deareſt Dear, but only let*s do 
things as they ſhauld be done ; let's give her a little time at leaſt, to - Con- 
quer her Averſion, * -. 

Lady M. *Tis pity indeed; but my- Determinations ſhould wait for the 
ſ*tiing of the giddy Thoughts of-fuch an ifliterate Creature as your Daugh- 
ter ;-I am reſolved it {hail be as I pleaſe; bid her be ready, for to mor- 
rew I'll ſend to Mr. En: r/s to y > ee Writings this Evening to Seal. 

Sir Maur. But my Dear in a Caſe of: this importance. 

Lady Maur. What, again ? Hold your Tongue Sir Mavrcie, I don't love 

J ag | 
people ſhould reply. . [Exe all but Sir Maurice. 


Enter Meanwell ro Six Maurice, who. ſtands hanging his Head in 
a Melancholy Poſture... 


Mean. I fee your _—_— Brother, I ſuppoſe you have had ſome Dil. 


cgurie about the buſin 
Sir Maar. Yes, Brother. 
Mean. Well, and what'sthe Reſule of it pray, ſhall we have Mariana 2? 
Has ſhe given her conlent; is the thing agreed on 2? 
Sir Mawr. Not altogether. 


AMtan. 


[9] 
Sir 


Mean. Is the matter left in ſuſpence ? 

Sir Maur. Not at all. : 

Mean, What then Brother, is it a Myftery never tobe Revealed ? 

Sir Maur. Tl tell you Brother, ſhe ſays that ſhe has engag'd her word for 
Mr. Withſs, + power _ Ws, FY 

Mean, And id you ſay to it pray, di accepe of him ? 

Sir Maur, I' No; Gol forbid. OY m_ 

Mean. What Anſwer then did you make ? | 

Sir Maur. None at all, and I am glad I did not, for-fear ſhe ſhould have 
-diſputed me into a conſent. EK 

Mean. The Reafori is admirable Brother ; but did you at leaſt propoſe 
Clerimont to her ? 

Sir Maur. No Brother, I hadmore Wit I affure you'; look you, when I 
heard her Name' Mr. F:zlſs, I thought my mentioning Cleriment would but 
Exaſperate her the more. | 

Mean. Your Prudence Brother amazes me, an't you aſhamed of your 
ſoft, and eaſie temper ? 

Sir Maur, Brother I love Peace; and my Wile is a —_— — when 
-once out of Humour; fhe makes indeed a High Boaſt of her Ptuloſophy , 
but ſhe is not a bit the» le6 Cholerick for it, and her Morals that teach 
her to look upon all things with an- indifferent Eye, have noe the leaſt In- 
fluence upon her Paſſions; ſhe is ſtill Woman alt over Brother. 

Mean, This is Mockery, perſe& Mockery Brother, your VVite Rules 
becauſe you are faint hearted ; take my word 'tis the way of Cunning, and 
deſigning VVives 2s ſoon as they are Married, Nicely to ſtudy the Temper 
of their Husbands, and thence Uſurp Power in proportion to their 
wealneG : 

Sir Maur, In ſober ſadneſs Pm ito blame , my Neighbours take Notice of 
it I hear, and I begin to be weary ont. Faich | do Brocher. 

Mean. For ſhame, g6od Brother do not make your ſelf fuch a Ninny, as to 
ſuffer that puny-thing woman to lead you by the Noſe; pluck up a Spirit, ſhew 
yourſelf a Man ; and when your wite has the ill manners to Argue with 
you, tell her in a Tone of Authority ſuch is my V Vill and Pleaſure. 

Sir Maur. Youare in the right Brother, (Cocking bis Hat] come I'm re- 
folv'd I'll ſhew more Courage for the future. h 

Mean. VVell faid. | 

Sir Maur, 'Tis a diſgrace for a Man to ſubmit to the Capricious Humour 
of a wiſe. 

Mean. Very well. 

Sir Maur. She has abuſed my Patience teo long. 

Mean, ES: 

Sir Mawr. 'Too much impoſed upon me. 

Mean. That's certain 


Meer, Does he deny ? 


Ez 


| | 28 } 
Sir Matr. And ſhe ſhall know to day, that my Daughter ay fDaughtter, 


——_ it belongs to me, 'and to no body elſe, to d 
leale. | 
; Mean. Now *tis as it ſhould be, I am ovegrjoy'd at the change. 

Sir Maur. You Know Cherimont's Lodgings, pray call upon him, and tell 
him, I muſt ſpeak with him inſtantly. 

Mean. | am going to the' Exchange, to hear what News from Hamburgh, 
for I had notice this morning that our Ship is ſafely arrived, and Tll ſee him 
as I go. | [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


f her as I 


SCENE Changes. . 
Sir Timothy's "> Py 


Enter Clerimont, Trap. 


Trap. HET he comes, compoſe your ſelf a little, and forbear Laughi 
L 1 if you can ir, here's Mr: Le Brall, [ Enter Witlefs. 
the beſt Dancing-maſter in Town, is come to wait on you. 

Witl. Sir, your very profound, humble Servant. 

Cler, Your man informs me, Sir, that you have a deſire to learn the grace- 
fal motions of our Art, I ſhall be proud of 

Wil. But firſt tell me, Sir, could I learn to Dance by Grammar ? I love to 
do things methodically, | | 

Cler.. That can't be, Sir ; for the Perfe&tion, orEnd of our Art'is chiefly to 
reform +2 rude, and clowniſh Geſtures of the Body, which'is a thing meerly 
Practi ; 

Witl. Whether you know it or no, I can tell you, Sir, your Art is very 
_—_— F have read ſomewhere in Fuvenal, that there was a Ball in Noab's 

rk. 
k. oy Oh, Sir, that's but a Trifle, we derive the Pedigree of Dancing much 
gher. 

Witl. But now let's ſee what we have to do, I am ſoon to marry, and I 
have ſent for you, Mr. Le Brall, to teach me to Dance as curiouſly as you 
can, for *twould be a ſhame for a Gentleman, and a Scholar as 1 am, that 
any body ſhould outdo me at my own-Wedding. 

Cler. Don't you queſtion, Sir, but I ſhall come off with credit ; but pray 
when is the day 2? 7 

Witt. 'To-night, I hope. 

Clery. What! fo ſoon, Sir ! you confound me. : 

Trap. Don't let that fright you,'Mr. Le Brall, my Maſter is not like other 
People, his Brains circulate to his very Heels ; I'll engage for him, that he'll 
learn as much in two hours, as he would do in a quarter of a year! 


Cler. Oh, 


——— 


1-29] 


Cler. Ol if fo, we are well enough 
Your os. Hh —- Very well: Your Arms —— . Tora marvet;—— 
Hold up'your Head — So: — Your right Foot forward — So.: —— 
Turn out your Toes — So: — Keep your Body ſtreight— Admirable ; — 
Make your Honours Nothing*can be more exact. | 
[ Teaching Witlef, who performs awkardly. 


Witl, Well, what do you think on't, Maſter? I fancy I do-pretty well. 

Cler. You amaze me, Sir, with your. Dexterity. | 

Witl. _—_ think my Miſtreſs will be-tranſported 'to ſee me dance fo 
well? You muſt be at the Wedding, Maſter, remember I invite you. 

Trap, He'll be there. I don't queſtion, and one of the chief ARors, I 


ho |; : [ Aſide. 
Cher You honour me, Sir; but will you pardon my-Curioſity, if I p 
to ask the Lady's Name who is to be fo happy 2: - x 
Witl. M Miſtre, and future Spouſe, Sir, 1s one Mrs. Mpemvel. 
Cler.. Which of *em Mariana ? 
Witl. The very ſame. 


Cler. If fo, then I muſt-needs ſay, ſome People have better Luck than they - 


deſerve. 

Wil. What can be the meaning of this? | 

Cler., Nothing, nothing, Sir, I have been too raſh I ſee. 

Witl. Surely there. is ſomething of myſtery in. this ; pray, good Mr. Le 
Brall, inform me. | 

Cler. No, Sir, men of my Profeflion ought to be ſecret. 

Witl. *Dzlife, I can bear no longer ! pray, good Maſter, do not keep me 
thus in ſuſpence ; I ſwear by the Univerſity, your Kindneb to me do 
you no dillervice. 

Cler. Upon your word, Sir? : | 

Witl. Upon.my Word and Honour. - 

Cher. Look you, Sir,. Sir Maurice is my Friend, Mrs. M#mwell too is one I 
value $ but ſurely. when. a Perſon of your CharaRer is going to be grofly 
cheated even by thoſe he leaſt ſuſpets, I cannot, I mult not be filent, Pl 
deal frankly with you, Sir, Do you 1n the buſineſs as you think fit. 

Witl. ſweet Mr. Le Brall, how good you are ! OT 

Cler, The young Lady, Sir, to my Res edge has an intimate Engagement 
with a- certain Spark, that; would make nothing of cutting your k 
ſhould he by chance diſcover, that you are reſolved to go on in your Amour ; 
ſhe loves him ſo-paſſonately toe, that I heard her once vow to him, ſhell 
have none but him for a Husband. 


Witl. Say you fo? The poor Fool! how l pity her! I have done with her, ' 


I warrant her : What, did the filly Creature taticy a Man of my Exploits 
and Fame can want Women ? Bleſs me! the World to me is like theSeraglio 
to the Grand Sigmor. 

Cler. Beſides, I muſt tell you by the by, that her Humour-is too French, and 
Airy, for a man of your fol 
generate into Coqueterie, 


Parts; who knows, but that it may in time de-. 


With. AA 


Come, Sir, your Hat— So:—- 


» 


% 


4139.1 
B51 A wordrto:the Wile, I underitand you, Maſter; the; gw ſhane 
ers: Sow I warrant him, , or the Jipley make» Cuckol mel pro- 
. 3 a Coquer, ' WnRO W1 E ner cheating Devil 
made this as if been been a very reſerved Saint. 
Cler. Woman, Sir, is a Riddle, a meer Compound of Contradidtions whoſe 
1 never find out, but by milt her words. 
Fo. BleG mo, Sir, there was a narrow:Elcape for us now, thank your 
Sr Bd ML Bol fork 
#itl. Oh the ſubtle Crocodile! how Thatcher! Nay, the is Iliterate too, 
——— — 
Cler, "Nay, I fancy the defpiles Dancing too, for T have eten obſerved her 
{ac her Siſter when I was teaching her. 
t Sir Marrices ſometimes, Maſter 
: Cher. A Ay, char Ido three times aw | 
Witl. Oh! what would Igive ou were there within this hour! foc I'm re- 
Totrodl to 0 go, and give a parting LeQure to that falle, cunning, jilting, profli. 
gate M 
- Cher, 'Thentearour to be there; but pray not-a word from whence you 
had it, you'd ruine me. 
Witl. Upon the word of a Batchelor of Arts, not a tictle ; be there only 
and Pll make you-Sport I warrant you for this Kindnefs, Fll © rattle thelitcle 
before:you 
Trap. pet Conſcience this is a wicked World; there no Faithin a Wo- 
man, who cheats even with her modeſty. 
Witl, | Going.] Mir. Ls Bra, remember within an hour 


Oh. the 
Devil! 
Trap. [ F, Oh the Woman! { Exeunt Widlels and Trap. 
Cher. [ Solws.] - my + her Blindneſs, does too ſhow, 


When nan A ſhe would her Gifs beſtow; 
ſhe ſtill defires, not to forfake him, 
ool's what a Man of ſenſe will make him: Oc. 


ACT TV. 
SCENE Sir Maurice Houſe. 


Enter Lovewit and Catchat. 


CP Aunt, ut, what makes you very eamilt to know,i tha 
out of | 
Carch. Kinine#o you, i Cid, node elſe; I know he is Engaged ſome- 


not have. you love invain. 


*whereelſe, and I 
Lovew. But 


. TEE 
Lovew, Butftill what makes you fancy it ſo very difficult a ing for me to 

hate thatman? Have my Words or Looks at any time betray -a mighty 

Paſlion for him ? ; . 

Catch. He boaſted of ir once ; how far he had reaſon to db it, you know 

beſt = 

Loney Prefumptons! And could you that know me, Aunt, believe 1 


ſhould make clioice- of one, who counts it a ſcandal in our Sex to pretend” 


to Wit? 


Catch. 'No, dear Niece, I could hardly imagine you'd think that man wor. 


thy of your Eſteem, who takes all occaſions to Ridicule the excetlent. Talents 
the World admires ih you. | | 

Lovew. Unmannerly! he ſpares. no Body 3. I hear even your ſelf; Aunt, 
don't eſcape his oy : | 

Cai«h. Stupid | Whatever Approbation your Poetry meets with among the 
Wits, ha is atwogs the Ia 6o-commynd, ee + x 

Lovew. anc! ewegty times read things of your Coanpoſing 
wrong i be could not forbear calling Stuff and Nonſence "ta 'my 


acc. o . , pF 
Catch, Impertinent | 1 have had a thouſand Quarrels-with him upon your 


account. | 
Lovew. All this, and more perhaps, I could have with, but one 


ing my Phil could net forgive him, that hg had hardly lovedime-- 
nay Foc ye 2 ID _ 


s before he began toitalk of Marriage | 
Catch. Ohthe filthy 4 Fough! it tyrns my-Stomwach I proteſt. 
Lovew. Lord! what a bold; and impudent Creature is man, to dare men-- 
Gon ths wan does = a Ce: gp me tis no more 
ith awning Words, @ Speeches, to delire her very-cavill 
to ve his condition, and I har ſelf his Slave. P 4 
Catch, Faith, Niece, 'tis een. fo. | 


For the ſoft Joys of Love no longer laſt, 
When once the fatal Yea our Lips has paſt ; 
Then we- begin to court, and to comply, 
"And fiud ws only Rik, while we Deny, 


o 


Lovew. Out upon thoſe Treacherous Syrens,. cruel and bewitching Mon- 
iters, who charm us into Ruine, and greedily devour our Subſtance. 
Catch, But what fay-youto this, Niece? I know men in Town, who were 


born wich the beſt Diſpoſitions in the World to make good Husbands, who - 


yet as ſoon as they: came to be married, leſt they ſhould be as. 
their Singularity, affeted a Peeviſhneſs, which was not natural to 
rather than their Wives ſhould have the Pleaſure or Benefit of their good 
Humour, force themſelves. into a fſullen Temper; they are-true Friends, 
and merry Companions abroad, but very ill Hubands at home, and make it-- 
their buſineſs to appear Good to every body, but their own. Wives. 

Lovew, And muſt I Carefs fuch an Owl? Muſt I humour ſuch a-Foprin © 


&ery:thing 2 Mult I obey .a Fool, who cannot command his Paftions, and © - 


thinks. 


v and 


T 3zg ] 


"thinks a Wife” was given him as the Brutes of the - Enter Clerimont, who | 
\Creation, enly to ſerve him? No, help me Rea» ſands behind Lovewit 
ſony and neither? Clerimont, nor any man living, - wnſeen, 
\hall ever boaſt of my Ruige. ]. | h FE 
Cler. Why fo angry, Madam? What! a Philoſopher, and paflionate? 
Lovew. Were 1 as angry as you pretend, Sir, I could perhaps find Reaſons 
to juſtifie my Reſentment; a Heart-unfaichful and inconſtant, 1s a Monſter in 
Love, as well as Morality, | | | 
:Cler. Can you call that Infidelity, Madam, which was occaſioned by your 
-Slights ? 'Tis- true, the Sacrifice you diſdain'd, E have ſincy offered to another, 
but ſtill 'tis not I forſook you, 'tis you diſmiſs'd me. IT 2 4 
Lovew. If I deferred to Crown your Wiſhes, *rwas only becauſe you were 
not indifferent to me; I hoped Time would have improved your Love tot he 
Purity and Perfe&ion of mine, but your Thoughts, I find, cannot keep them- 
ſelves free from the filthy Commerce of the Fleſh, 'nor your Soul reliſh the 
raviſhing Pleaſure of the Union of two Hearts, when'the Body,that nauſeous, 
y Thing, does not come in for a Share. | 
Cler. It is my misfortune, Madam, to be ſenſible that I have aBody as well 
a5 a Soul; your refined Love is a piece of Philoſophy too high for me to 
comprehend, and my Senſes ſtick a little too cloſe to me, to leave it in my 
power to ſhake *em off. * 
Lovew, "Oh! what a ſtrange ſort of Love you men are for! Surely *was 
; C__ for Brutes only, Creatures inſpired by a Soul Divine ſhould, me- 
thinks, raiſe themſelves higher, and not ſuffer the ſweet and fruitful Imagina- 
tion of Pleaſure to be filthly drown'd in an impure and beaſtly Enjoyment. 
Cher. Platonick Love, Madam, does not agree with my Conſtitution z my 
Body is a Rebel, and will not always keep ſubject under the Empire of the 
Mind, I cannot help it. | 
Lovew, Well then, ſince there is no other way, ſince your brutiſh Senti- 
ments muſt carry it againſt the Purity of my Reaſons, ſince none bne Carnal 
Fetters will bind you, endeavour to get my Mother's Conſent, Ill ery if I. 
:Can prevail with my Philoſophy. | 
Cler. No, Madam, it is now too late had this kind Intention of yours — 
Catch. T told you as much, dear Niece, but you would not believe me. 
Cler. My Heart, Madam, is no more in my power. 
"Catch, I know that well enough. 
Lovew. If your Heart, Sir, is not in your power, mine is, and I had rather 
Pierce it, than throw it away on one, who does not underſtand the value 


of it. [ Exit. 
Catch. Poor Niece! ſhe might have ſaved her elf all this fretting —— 
I pity the Child with all my Heart —-—- Come, Clerimont, the time of 


Ceremony is now over, you may ſpeak more freely, I give you leave. 
Cler. Speak, Madam! I have nothing to ſay, but only, that I muſt take my 
deave of you, I have A little buſineſs with Sir Maurice within. - 


Catch. F 


[ 33] 
Careh. 1 fee you are an -gxatt Lover, afraid of breaking any of your Mi- 
"firef's Commands : "Tis true, I'forbid you this Morning to Exprefs your 

ſelf too ona, but your Modeſty Conquers me: Speak your Heart ; 
do, 1 will-npt be Angry. n 

Cler. vow, Madam, all your words are riddles to me. 

Catch. Nay Clerimont, can you think me ſtupid to that degree, as not to 
diſc&n-your Paſſion for me ; believe me, there can be 'no thame in Ado- 
ring fuch Beauty as mine ; you are not the firft by a thouſand has count- 
ed it at Honour to die for this Faze. 

Cler. Why all this Fuſtian to me, Madam ? T am neither blind, nor ready 
to be begg'd for a Fool. | | 

Catch, 7 ſee you are a baſhful Lover; and to give yan the greateſt Inſtance 
of my Congeſcenſion that ever Mortal boaſted of, 1 will fave you the Cere- 
mony of a Declaration, and take it for granted, that you die for me; is it 
not ſo, Clrimont ? ' 


- 


Cher. 1 proceft, Madam, I know nothing .of _— How ſhall Lge rid of + 


this Devil? «+ 

Well, Madam, fince nothing ee will fatisfie yon, and a Declaration you 
muſt have, give me but time till co morrow, and Fil defireno more. 

Catch, [ Afide.] This is Formality, I'm ſure, meer Formality,” nothing elſe, 


I know he muſt come to it at laſt, whether he will or no ——— Bur come, 
ſo far I muſt gratifie a Lover. | : 

Adieu, Clerimont ;, dear Clerimont, adicu till to morrow ; I mean, if you can 
live till chen. [ Exit, 


Clerimont, { Solws.] Surely = qo could not have plagued Mankind 
with a greater Curſe, than thele fawning, greedy, preying Catchats of our 
Ape, fond, and Libidinous Monſters, who, Proud when young, turn Wanton 
in their declining; and Nature now revenging her ſelf upon 'em, they are at 
laſt devoured by that Fire they refuſed to quench before. Bur | muſt in, leſt 
the Fool comes, and ſurpriſes me before I have ſeen my Angel. 


Emer Mariana t0 Clc; 1mont 4s he is going 1. 


Cler, O charming Mariana ! you are as welcom to me, as the Sun to a 
Traveller after a Storm; 1 have been fer upon by two loving, perſecuting 
Devils, who, without =q mercy, wou'd have robbed you of my Heart, but 
Pll defend ir for you, as long as it affords, me Lite to do it. 

Mar. I truſt too much to your Honour and Conſtancy to fear any Rival; 


but there is a more dangero emy alarms my Love , my Mother-in-Law, 
who, like a Fury, was juft now haunting Sir Maurice, to fret and torment 
him into-'Compliance. 


Cler. As you truſt zo my Conſtancy, fair Mzrians, truſt alſo to my Care and 
Diligence, the witty Wite ſhall not heRor long, the Plot is ripe; and the 
faithful couple, Trap and Lacy, bid me not doubt of ſucceſs. 

Mar. But a; to the DireRtions you ſent me in your Note. 


F Cler. You 


— 


_ — — —_ — — 


[34] 
Cher, You know 'tis both to make our ſelves ſport with the Cambridge 
Ninny, and to remove the Brute ; put on for once the Vizard of a Coquer, 
and you ſhall ſee rare play. : 
Mar. Were it not to ſecure Clerimont to my Wiſhes, I could riever have 
revail'd with my ſelf to beftow one kind Word, or ſmiling Look on his 
ival. / . Pas 
Cler. This is the only time, Madam, I ſhall ever ask you to diſſemblex 
* Mar, Then let him come when he will, Pll play the Jeſuit for once ;, and 
while I throw away fond Speeches upon him, dire& my Intention to you. 
Cler. But here comes the Booby — 


Emer Witeſs, who afe#s to look ſullen, and places himſelf between Clerimont 
6, who off los Ladd if berw, 


Cler. You ſee, Sir, I am here beforehand with you; but, I vow, my wait- 
ing for you did not at all ſeem tedious to me: Mrs. Meanwell is ſo tranſported 
at the thoughts of her approaching Happinefs, that ſhe could not forbear tel- 
ling me a thouſand pretty things of her Love, or boaſting pleaſantly, how 
ble -w _—_ r_ in a Hugband. ALS I 

Witt, Per [ grum u r, 

Mar. White you a Lover, Sir! and fo long from your Miltres 3 of 

Wil. Softly, foftly, Madam! [To Cher. ] She comes on rarely. 

Cler. Did not I tell you, Sir * | ; 

Mar. {Looking on Cler.} Oh! how raviſh*d, how tranſported am TI! to 
. fee the man my Heart adores ; I would not change for an Empire the Blet- 

{ing of fo charming a ſight. Ot: | 
Witl. to Cler. Oddzookers! how brisk ſhe is, ſhe, takes fire in a mo- 


ment, 
our Guard, I ſay. 


Cler. Stand upon your Guard, Sir.z ſtand upon ? 
Mar. Oh! 1 ke Love playing in tis Eyes, and little C»pids hid in every 
Smile. : 

Wil. By the Univerſity, ſhe is Romantick ! Z 

Mar. | Looking on Cler.] Oh! how impatiently do I live, till I am 


ours. 
k Witl. ?Dſlife, ſhe begins to grow uneaſie ! 

Cler. No doubt of it, Sir. | 

Mar. to Cler. Defer” my Happineſs no longer if you love me, you are five 
- my Heart; why ſhould you deſire any further Tryal of my Con- 

ancy ? 8 , 

Wall Hold, Lady Pert, hold, not fo quick, I pray, I am not the. Fool you 
imagine ; thank our Stars, the Wirleſſes are noted in the World for Brains;, I 
won't be caught, not I, | 

Mar. What means my dear Heart, why fo alarm'd ? 

#3]. What do I mean, fay you? I mean,that you ſhan't make a Cuckold 
+ of me, by the Univerſity you ſhan't. 

_ Blck me ! why ſuch Diſcoutle, my pretty Fool 2 


 Bul. Fool 


[ 35 ] 

With, Fool your ſelf —— That's, all, forfooth; I did tiot know you be- 
fore; but I am pretty well informed now what you are, F'll not marry a Co- 
quet, not I—— [ To Cley.) There | touch'd her Maſter. 

Mar. to Cler. Oh! 'tis all in vain, I love none but you, and none but you 
wil! I ever have. 

Witl. Stop there, ſays Tim, I'll take care of that Mis, the /:tleſſes ſhall ne- 
ver Renerarh me for bringing Infamy into their Honourable Family. 

Mar. {Making as if ſhe were crying.] Oh! I can hold no longer, you are 
too barbarous, ers are not more Unnatural than you ate. 

Cler. to Witl. Why fo ſevere upon the Lady, Sir? — T am forry .now 1 
was the occaſion of this, I proteſt I am. | | 

Witl. Let her cry, what's that to me? Tpok you, Maſter, Marcws .Tullins 
Hudibras ſays, That Women's Tears arg like the Clocodile's ſhed only to pity 
Fools into Ruine. . 

Cler. But, Sir, Methinks the tenderneſs of the Sex 

Wil. Sweet Mr. Le Brall, let her blubber out her Venom. Did you never 
hear the ſaying of the wiſe man in Plurerch; When Dogs fall a ſharling, Ser- 
pents a kiſſing 
ſting, and the third to deceive ? 

Mar, Sir, your Sufpicions do me an injury. 

Witl. I'll take care, Mrs. Liquoriſh, your Frolicks ſhall do me none. 

Mar. But wog't you hear me, Mr. With ? 

Titl, Hear you! no ——— Ill have nothing to do with you, my Soul 
abhors you. Farewel coqueting, cheating, canting, cozening Flirt, farewel 
to you for ever. | . [Exit. 

Mar. And farewel-to you, my dear Fool. 

Cler. You have acted your part to a miracle, the Coxcomb ſeems to be 


pretty well cured of his Love ; however, for fear of a Relapſe, Pll Encou- 


rage honeſt-7T7ap to go on in his Projects, 
Enter Sir Maurice diſturbed, and in a fright. 


Sir Maur. Oh! are you there ? 

Clear, Well, Sir, have } Arguments prevailed? May [ flatter my elf with 
the hopes that your La : : . | 

Sir Maur. Oh! my Wife is a Devil, a very Devil, Sir; ſhe uſes Magick on 
my Conſcience, it cannot be otherwiſe when I am from her, no man has 
more Courage than I, I feel my ſelf full of Spirit and Relolution, but | am no 
ſooner £ot to her again, but three of her words, like a Spell, turn me into a 
Coward z I tried but juſt now, and as ſhe ſpoke, I proteſt, methoughe 1 
heard Hell roaring, Iran away for fear. 

Cler. This Dewil might be reſiſted, Sir, if you would. 

Mar: O dear, Sir! will you then give over? Will you leave your helplefs 
Daughter expoſed thus to —— | 

Sir Maur, What would you have medo? You would not have me encoun- 
ter Hell ſurely, would you? O Citizens, Citizens! how much better tor a 
Wiſes a quiet Fool, than a witty Scold ! [ Perceiving Lady M. coming out, ftarts 

F 2 o® 


%* 


, and Women a crying; the firft means to bite, the ſecond to 


— 


[36 ] 
| ſugden.1 Alack, alack, hola penntng—— Do bu Rand 
op) Ack ih rn cot 45s 


Enter Lady Meanwell, thruſting out Lucy. 


Lady M. Be gone, Trapes, be gone, and be never fo daring as to ſhow 
your Face in ay again, 
5 Ae" k, algek! the is come to conjure, Lice a Devil belore me 

J 

Mer. What's the matter now, Lucy * 

Lucy. You may ask. my Lady, for the turns me away, and will not tell me 
why. 

Sir Maur. Cams, my dear Angel my Paradiſe, don't be 1o ſevere to M:- 
*jand's maid, the is a good Servant, you know. «+ 

Lady M. How now, Salomon. ob the City, will, you offer. to- take her 
part ? 

Sir Maur. Oh, Lord! not at all, my: Dear, F only ask. what i it is ſhe has 


Lady M. . What ? Am1 then to give Reaſons. for what I do-: e 
Sir Maur. I do not oy you are, my Jewel. 4 
= M,. & wilk not be contradicted}, Sir Mawies, yo know it. well 


Ss Mawr, Ind: ic lo, my Hgney-ſuckle, . but if. you love me, ler-me hear 
wR_—_ her Farſty, has ſhe by. chance broken Tent yous fine-China, I cas 

UY- MOTEC IOT 

Lady M. What a pitiful fancy is there, as if ſo:trivial a thing could diſcom- 
po my morals. 

$i Mpur. Then 'os fomething of great moment Ifee., has he ſto'en ſome 
of your Plate ? 

Lady M. That were but a Trifle. 

Sir , mil Oh! Oh! Mrs. Lucy, have you played the Fluct, and pawned 
her Jewels ? 

Lady M. A great deal worſe {tl 

Sir Mawr. Worle ſtill, fay you? Then ſhe has defiled my Houſe, irmuſt be 
{oz Oh the Baggage ! 

Lady, Mi All this. were nothing; in compariſon of that horcid, ſcandalous, 
' and' exarbitant Offence the is guilty of; hear it, Sir Agaxrice, ſince you have 
ſuch . a mind to. 1, and excuſe. her if you carr with an, Impudence beyond 
Example, and. a ſhew-of Ignorance that. cannot be parallell'd in Hiſtory ; ſhe 
had jult.now the ilk manners. to lay, inmy hearing, That Colcy, the wretched 
Cowley, \aas as good a Poet, as thEincomparableSir Maggott Fingle. 

Sir Maur. And is this.all?- Heaven be. thanked; | choughr ſke had at leaſt 
ft my Houſe on fire, or raviſh'd my Butler. . 

Lay M. WhaC's this mighty Wonder now? E a _ of this Netien a 
ADL ION you? 


--- 


= 
; 
Mare 
—_ 


— - 


(3-1. 
Ms, Wil fibmiffion to the Witsy;! E db-gorr con 
Faule as this is puniſhab. e by the Laws of Enclent, ive fuch.a 


or 1 never knew: 
_ ns may Maid was lied to admirer Sin - 
M. How now, lite pron 4m you "ee of her Advooaes: 
to0 £ 3 «Os indeed mind So_ Sms 

Lovew. You'll want ; for Siſter. 

M.r. I hope there CT: 

Lay M. 1 underſtand'' your meaiiing;: pretty: ik, - but: your Bufineſs.is 
done, I can affure you —— Sir Maurice, L export Yr _ Dnrhy here this 
Evening'to ſeal the Writings, be you in che Way —— {To Mariana.) And 
F ou that have hitterto cOMPEnEY my Will, ſhew your ſelf Refratory now 

ou dare. 

Mar My Father”; Coniitand. ſhalt &ver' be a flpream Daw tome. . 

L:4y M. Then you are to lgarg, Mrs, L#ckwit, that it muſt be my Hus- 
band's "wil ſince it is my: Pleaktbe Hole: your i rtinent Tongue I ſay, 
I am weary of your Nonſence Sir A wrice, Fil in, and give Orders 
for the Wedding, as [ ſhall chinkfhein my Wifom—— (7 Lovewit.] You 
Daughter, ſend mmecrety to Mr. Engroſs not to fail at the Hour ap-- 


pointed. [Ext L - "W 
Lovew 1am forry, Siſter, Forms provies tf crole toi whe 
Worldiis $8! of Diſappoittments. + 


Sir Maur. [To Clertmont, coming: from obe commrnakers be PRO eve oat 
you ſee- it _— plain , T hope ws ihe: is a; Witel- , ray -Heang/ ere 


every Word ke. wh do you.think-onye? Tel me free my 
an Enchantieſs? A pox of a Philoſopher for a Wife, who the Devil would. 
marry Wit: 


Cler 'Tis more her Noife than her Wit keevayen | in-awe, Sz raifa but. 
your Voice louder than hers when *ſhe offers to ſpeak; and; Yaullſlenes her, 
| warrant you. þ al 

Mas.” { Kneeling.) Oh, dear Sir | .on my: Knees let 199. Lb, yo, da noc 
abandon, me to her unrealonalie Humour, make uſe of your Powery, you: 
may do itz 'tis nothing but Goodnebs, too much Gaoedaels.in you. makes: ber. . 
thus _— and unperious. 

Lucy, | yow, Sir, althe Neighbourkood cries ſhame: upon Yo, 10 

Sir Mr. | am as-defirotis tohave ber Will qppoſed in thigas an, of: you: 
can be ; bur what can-E do? How thall' I 'deab with a Deyil;, {ak GAGA 
pleafure ſend a Legion of Evil ,to hawnt/and-rear Me a-Pigges . 


Cler, With all her Spells; and Magick Art, Sir ;. take my ward; 
can't raiſe but one Evil Spifie, ang-that's hepown; _ #, you Ty 
on a good Reſolution, and follow my DireQions, we'll conguer: ah: 
Spirtic,' I warrant'you. 


M wr. Once more, good Sir, try what you 0an-da, he Hapginala of 3 your 
own Child depends _ it — Take pity of my Love. © * 


. Come, Sir, pinck up a Conrage, ſtand upon your wn Re 
Sir Maur [ Cocks mh Hat) Well —- If you't | cond me, F'l in, and'lec 
her know-who-#Sher Maſter. ' - 
Cler, Well ſaid. 


* 


— 


- L381] 
Sir -Maw. Tell her thav none oughso/ruloin my" Family but [ - 
- Cle: Vigorouſl ſtory 
be na” her thr yownuſt be my Son in_ Lav, and no 
Cher, Kindly and Bravel reſolved. 
Sir Maur. And that if ſhe offers to contradidt me, Ly! ſhut her up. 
In Bedlam, I hope. | 
: Str Frita Come then, fbllow:me all and be . by me. 
« Cler- -Dor'e: you fear. i «, Sir. 


[Exennt, 
S C.E N E Changes. 


- Sir Timothy's Lodgings. 
Emer Trap and Huff. 


"Trap. "1.327 you go 1, is the Sum, and the task but eaſie, for the 
a Fool and a Coward. 

Honeſt ack Let 6s alone with him; You know Pd hang my 
ticks for half the Money , but where's the Woman? 

Tray. Oh! Leave that part'to me; Ill produce her in good time: —— 
But here comes the Property, put on your Bloody Looks. [Enter Witlek. 
[ Trap ſeeing bu Maſter coming, alters the Tone of Bis Voice.” 

La. ou Sir, My er is a Man of Honour. 
: With all my heart, Sir. 
1:Trap, A Man of ©, Sir. 
= All the better Sir ; all the hn 
Trap. That has learnt to fence a whole Week ; and ſhewn his Vatour a- 
gainſ the boldeſt Prentices in Cambridge. . 

Huff. [Draws and thruſt at random, making as if be did not ſee Witleſs, who 
ſneaks behind Trap.} His Valour ! Blood and Thunder! Let me ſee him, 
Ounds would T had him here—— There at his Heart,— There under 
the Second Rib; —- Curſe on the ill luck, 1 han*t killd a*Man theſe 
thres Days; and my Arm grows ſtiff»for want 'of Exerciſe. 

Trap. Nay Sir, Good Sir, be not fo furious if you can help it ; My Maſter 
is a Gentleman underſtands Reaſon as well as any body ; ell give you all 
the Satisfation you can deſire; Pm ſure ; ; but pray put up Sir, put up, let 
me inftreat you. 

T0 [Puts up bu Swerd] Well, Sir, Let's hear what is it you have to lay 2 

. 1 fay, 'Sir, Thar'this Gentlemar here is my Maſter, and can give 
_ e beſt Anſiver. 

Huff. Humh, Sir, are you the Man they call Mr. 7s ? 

Waleſs. At your Service, good Sir, Honourable vir. 

Huff. Service | Blood and Thunder ! *Tis Juſtice Pll have, and no Ser. 
Vice. 


Trap. 


_— 


[ -39 7] 
Traps Pray; Sir, Moderate your Paſſion. _..; 
: Impertinent Varlet! hold thy peace;|:I charge you 
[To Witle.] To be plain Sir, this. is my buſineſs with you; You have 
diſhonoured- my Family,” and I muſt have your Blood for it, 
Witleſs. 1 Sir | I proteſt I do not know you ! 1 beg your pardon! 
Alas, alas, Fack! F 
Huff. Not know me, Blood and Thunder ! perhaps fo ; but you know a 
Relation of mine, and with a Pox to you, 'you have known her to good 


oy wy 
Heſs, Trap, Dear Tap, what's this ? Can you gueſs what it is the Gen- 
tleman means ? . - 
Trap. Not I, by Fericho ; I am thinking all this while, what-can be the 
meaging of all this ſtuff. | | 
Huff. Blood and Thunder | What muſt you ſtand there asking one ano- 
ther,Queſtions ; I tell you Sir, there are two ways and ng more, either you 
muſt Marry my Cozen, you have after a moſt felonious manner impregna- 
ted, or elſe give me leave w cut ybur Throat preſently. 
Witleſs, O Sweet Sir, Gracious Sir, look upon me; I am net the Man 
- you take me for. = A 
Huff. Blood and Thunder ! don't you think M1 be put off with a Story 
Pll have every drop ef thy Blood before I'll ſuffer mine to be ſtained : Here 
15 a Paper you Sign, or by Lucifer the next word you ſpeak, for a de. 
nial, I'll make the whole Firmament ſhine through your Liver.. 
[Witleſs reads the Paper.” 
Trap. But kind honey Sir, is there no way to accommodate 
Hf What more Queſtions, you Pragmatical Dog, Þll order you. 
Trap. I mean no harm to you, Good Sir,” but methinks 
Hi Impudent pn PI nail = prating Tongue to «he'Wall. 
Witl. Good ſweet obliging Sir, may I ſpeak two words with my Man. 
Huff. Be ſhort, Nor my _— Fas: | _ 
Witl. [To Trap aſide.] k you Fack, this Paper is nothi 
than a promiſe of Marriage in Blank; for ought 7 Henk pw be Meri 
one of theſe days to ſome filthy Suchubus ; He threatens to kill me if I don't 
Sign it z What muſt I do Fack;, ſpeak, what muſt Ido ? | 
Trap. Do? That's a pretty Queſtion indeed ; Rather dye a tumes 
and more, than conſent to ſuch Infamy; This is ſome Impudent trick I 
warrant it, the huffing Raſcal has ſome Strumpet or- other whom he has 
2 mind to put off ; Fight it out for fhame—— [Draws]-Ill ſtand by you 
Sir, 
Waul, | Draws, gets bebind Trap awd thruſts over his Shoulder.} Then Trap 
be tout ; Come, you Blood and Thunder, here is my Anſwer for you. .. 
- Are you for the ſpore then.? have at you. 
Witl. Puſh on brave Fack, puſh on. , | 
Trap. [Thruſts.] Don't you far Sir, ſpare him not— At this Heart 
if you can. . 
Hit You Pandar, ſtand off, or by the Bloody Bones of Degon, this Steel 
al ongke it fol paflege 6 bis Higare Guang you... 
S74;> 


- Ta:) 
Trap, 1 Scorn your 'Words Sir, Tll-dye upon —_ , rather tHin'forfake 
-my good Maſter 5 'Fhfuſt on Sir, thruſt -on,” we'll >windge, him I warrant 


þ 9 . | ,. 

: Huff. Then Villain, take this-————= TFrap fals ariif; be were Wonndg.. . 
[To Witleſs.] Now'for you Sir | RY 

Witleſs. [On hs Kn:ces.] Oh Sir! Valiant Sir, put up [ Lzfeech yen, Dilao 
anything, I'll ign any Paper, Vil Marry any body. . | 

Huff. T am'very:giad, Sir, to fee you come:'to reafon, for] have-a-great 
Eſteem for you, and 'twouid have gon? againlt my Heart, I vow, :to kill a 
Gentleman who is ro be- my ncar Re.ation 5 here is the "Paper, 5tr, be 
pleafed to fer your hand to it, I love to be Civil. 

Wit!. Ay Sir; But if the Lady 

Huff. Biood and Thunder | What more reaſoning yet. —— : 

Wil. Oh | No Sir, gwe me, give me—— { Witleis Sons rhe Paper, 
Thete Sir——— Alas, alas! -—— {1 and gives it to to, Hull. 

Znff. Now dear Cozen #ulſs, your moſt humble Servant ; 1 eſteem my 
elf very happy in the honour of your 'Alliance. 


0 — — 


Ext, 

Witl. Pox of his Honopr, - — By the Univerſity Pm ina ine Pickle, 
bound to Marry-a VVitch for ought] can tell; and my Honeſt, ory Faith- 
fl, my Fighting rap murdered. p . 

Frap. [Lifting hu head;] Blels me, Sir, is the Man gone? 

Witl. Oh Fortune! Trap alive 2 + , 

Trap. [Riſes.] Ay Alive, and Unhurt, I hope. 
_ How ! Unhurt, Fack , Did not I f{re- you fall Dead upon the 
place ? | | 

Trap. No, on my word, Sir, 'twas only a certain Giddinefs takes me at 
the ſight of @ Naked 5word ; tis. an —_— i had from my Youth. - 

Wil, Pray feel Fack if Iam wounded; I may be Killed for ought 1 


know. | ; 
Trap. Nay you are in the right, for -in the heat of Fighting *is ſe!dom 
wounds are fol, can you V Vhittle, let's hear. [V Vitleſs 4i/tles in & 


That's well. Now let me ſee you Jump three times for rilinulows manner, 
thechree Kingdoms. . - { Fumps three time), 
Oh rage! I warrant you __ and as found as a Roach; but pray now, 
what'have you done about thc Paper, the Curſed Paper. 

* Wil. | 'The Villain 'made me ſet my Hand to it; I thought, Fack, 
'ewas better doing ſo, than þe butchered by that Turk, and Infidel ; His 
very Looks are enough to mor ont of Lite ; F vow as he ſtood thruſt- 
ing at-us, methought | ſaw Death and Mailacre peeping out of the Cor- 
ners of his Eyes; but PFll be cven with him, | warrant him, for before Sir 
Tim-thy can hear of this, Til to my Uncle in the (Temple, and tiapg the 


Ropue. 

Frap. Pray white his nand 15 in, let him diſpatch the Lady in Blank too, 
for if the Jade be onee hanged, no Law in Erg/and can oblige you to 
marry hor. Wat 


Foy | L 42 1 "AY 
Witl. YVell conſidered Faith , follow me Fack, and let”s loſe no _ | 

R (Exit, 
Trap. By no means Sir. 


PO. Hanging will fail, I know, but I decree, 
* ... The Marriage-Knot ſhall more ſucceſsfull be; 
* And of theſe two the Deſtinies have told, 
No matter which, ſo tither of "em hold. 


AGF: 


Sir Maurice's Zouſe. 
Sir Timothy VViteG, VVitdes. 


Witl. Ut, Sir, a Coquet, a French Coquet, the word frights me ; She'll 
have too much mettle for me : I ſhall be a Cuckold by the Uni- 
verſity I ſhall. | 

Sir Tim. I have known your Miſtreſs from a Chiid, 7:m, and I am fatis- 
fied with my Choice; take this from me, Young Man, there is more Inno- 
cency in that brisk, pleaſant, and free humour of hers, than in. the ſiillen, 
rigid, and ſevere temper of many of her Sex, who thinking their Charaer 
ſecures 'em even from the Suſpicion of Vice, Blind and deceive the VVorld 
with a falſe appearance of Virtue, only to play their Under-game the more 
ſecurely, 

Witt. But, Sir, is there no certain compaſs for a Man to ſteer by upon the 
ſtormy Sea of Mikrimony, without ſplitting againſt the Rock of Cucko!- 
dom ? 

Sir Tim. There is no certain rule for it, Tim; however, let me give you 
chis advice, Love your Wite heartily and ſincerely, be kind and faichful to 
her, and do not ſtarve her Longings z This is the beſt gule I know to .keep 
her honeſt. 

Wil. *Dslife ! muſt a Husband then be bound to his good behaviour ? 

Sir Tim. Yes certainly ; for 'tis the moſt Unaccountable thing in the 
VVorld for a Man to complain that his V Vife is not Virtuqus, to whom he 
gives the worſt Example for Vice ; Her diſloyalty cannot. be juſtified that's 
erue ;, but {till his anger is Unreaſonable. Look to your ſelf 7: when you 
come to be Married, for on my conſcience *tis a dangerous thing to provoke 
a VVife, who has always a revenge at hand. 
=D But, Sir, I may be kind to my VVit, and yet a Cucko!d, what 

_- . 

Sir Tim, Oh! In that caſe Boy, you muſt, like a VViſe Alderman, pur 
your Hands into your Pockets and "_ wY 
Is is 


— Rm ern OCR 


Wxl. Zookess | and is this all ? - 
Sir Tim. No Tim, there is ſtill this comfort left you, that the Horners of 
the Town make ſome Conſcience of their way, and are not quite fo bad as 
Thieves and Robbers, who plunder and go away with all ; No, the Gentle. 
men-are mannerly, I muſt fay that for *em, for if they by chance break in, 
they take but juſt-as much as will ſerye their turn, always leave enough 
tor a Man. | . 
- . Witl. Mercy, Sir! commend me to-good breeding ; - but ftill my Honour 
Sir,, my. Honour : can your Mannerly Gentlemen take -it away by bits and 
halves too. 

Sir-Tim, Honour Boy is but the Vulgar Error of Jealouſie, or the B 
ofa Sick fancy ; make no noiſe Twin and all may be well, for to my know- 
tedge many a Man go for Cuckolds in the V Vorld, who are not really fo, 
and many- are deeply ſo, who have not the reputation of it. = But 
bere come the Ladies. : 


Enter Lady Meanwel, Catchat, Lovewit, and Engrofs, 
with VV rit ings. 


-Lovew. Come Mr. Engroſs, you mult change your rude and barbarous Style, 
and pur theſe Articles of Marriage into more rhetorical Language; try if you 
— iſh them. a little with a few paſſages out of Partheniſſa, Grand Cyras, 
or fo. 

Enproſ:, Out ſtyle, Madam, is like the Laws of the Medes and Serpents 
1waalterable. 

Catch. Your Cuſtom is a ſtrange Tysant ſure; methinks you might at 
traſt be ſo Gentile, as to date after the Roman -manner, by Ides and Ca- 
leads. 

Engroſs. This is a. contract between Engliſh Parties, and no Romans, 
Madam, You confound me. 

Catch. But fgr all you Mr. Erngroſs, when I Murry, which know will be 
Ton now, I ll have all my V Vritings drawn in Hieroglyphicks, and ſume. 
Egyptian Prieſt, or Brachman of India to perform the , 

Engroſs, Faith, Lady, thoſe Gentlemen live a great way off, and if you 
{tay to Marry, till their arrival, your Virginity will deſerve. a. place in the 
ford Nackarory, among the pieces of Antiquity. 


Enter Sir Maurice, Clerimont, and Mariana. 


Cler. [To Sir Maur.] Remember, Sir, that yu Wiſe'is but a Woman, a 
meer Woman, and no Devil, no Enchamre ; 

Sir Maur, 1'l order her, I warrant you, do but obſerve me. 

Maria. Conſider, Dear Sir, Im undone if ſhe. prevails. 

$ir Maur. Don't you fear it, Child. 

Lovew, {To Catch.) I cannot but admire at my Siſter's fancy ;.that ſhe 
{hould bring in Clerimont, to be a Witngfs of his Rivals Triumph. | 


Catch, 
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Cath. You are miſtaken ftill in Clerimont, Niece, he is carrying oh ano- 
ther Intrigue than People imagine z I fay little, but the thing will ſoon come 
out. | 

Lady M. Are you ready Mr. Engroſs? ot 

Engroſs. I want only the Names of the Parties; which is the Bride pray ? 

Lady M. Here Sir, my Daughter-in-Law. 

[Engrols wrirgs. 


Sir Mauy. Very well ; her Name is Mariana, Sir. 

Engroſs. Now for the Bridegroom. 

Lady M. Here's the Gentleman, Sir, Mr. Timothy Witleſs. | 

Sir Mawr. And I fay here's the Gentlemgn, Sir; Mr. Charles Clerimort. 

Engroſs. Hey day | 'Two Husbands to one Wite, that's more than the Law 
alows, though perhaps no more than a Woman could very well diſpenſe 
withal ! 


\ Lady M. [To Engroſs.] VVhy do you regard what other people fay, 

. 0fs5: 

Sir Maur. [To Engroſs.] Did I not name Clerimont to you ? what makes 

you ſtare? , ID 

Wins . Uddsbudds ! agree among yourſelves if you will,[ll go no further 
© 


Witl. Lafide.} VVhat a Pox, my Dancing Maſter my Rival ; Old Sir Ma. 
rice ſure, has a mind to make himſelf merry with him, 


Enter Trap, who takes Sir Timothy afide. 


Trap. There's a Lady and a Gentleman below, Sir, have earneſt buſineſs 
with ; 
Sir Tims. Surely thou art mad, couldſt not thou tell **m I was abroad. 

Trap.Oh Sir | You never ſaw ſuch a Man in your Life, 'm ſure ; I told him 
a thouſand times at leaſt, that you were here about buſineſs of great Impor- 
tance ; but he very unmanne PR a Piſtol to my Breaſt, and Swore 1 
was a dead Man, if 1 did not bring him to you immediately. 

Sir Tim. VVhat can this mighty buſineb be? —— With Sir Maurice's leave 


'em in. 

Sir Manr. [To Engroſs.] Come make an end, Sir Timothy walks about 
Mr. Engroſs, do as I bid you, for I have. paſt my the Door Huff and the 
word, and I won't be an Als. . Lady are to come in at. 

Lady M. And ſo have I, Sir Mawrice, and 1 won't be a Gooſe, but fince 
there is no remedy, and my will 1 muſt have in ſpite of your Teeth, my 
Daughter here ſhall diſengage your word, the Gentleman, if he knows how 
to value VVit, will thank me fure for this piece of Condelcenſion. 

Cler. Your Daughter, Madam, may be a Miracle of V Vit and Beauty, 
but fill 7 cannot but glory in owning to you, that 7 had rather dye a 
thouſand times than renounce my Love. 

Catch. [afide.] They might have propoſed one to him, I know, would 
have -beea more ents 


G 2 | Lov:w. 
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Lovew. [To Cler.) There was no need for you, Sir, [Enter Huff and 
to. put your ſelf to the Expence of fo fiery a pro- diſguiſed like a. great 
teſtation ; I am not in ſo deſperate a condition yet, bellyd — [II 
ſeers 


as to rob my Siſter of her few Admirers. Tim. and H 
' Cler. I-ſhall never deſire, Madam, to put you to #0 argue very hotly at 
the tryal. | the Entrance. 


Huff. [Breaks from Sir Timothy, and comes towards the — An Im- 
you 6 Blood and Thunder ! I anImpoſtor ! we ſhall try that, by Lucifer, 
we ſhall. 

Sir Maur. Pray, Sir, what's thg_matter ? why in ſuch a paſlion ? 

Huff. { blowing.] Sir I beg your pardon, I beg your pardon ; You look 
like a Gentleman, and-though-a Stranger to me Pl not (| While Huff &s 
{cruple to make you a Judge between. Sir Timothy, and ' ſpeaking, Lucy 
this:diſconſolate Lady : Let me but: compoſe my ſelf a falls « bugging.and 
little, for his rudeneſs has ſtrangely diſordered me. careſſing V 1tleſs. 

Lucy. O ſweet Honey ! Cream of my Joys, have I found thee at laſt, 1 
muſt Hugg thee ; I muſt Bufs thee till my Lips ach. 

VVitl. Away, Satan, away ; I know thee not. 

Lucy. O dear pretty ſmiling Rogue, how 1 Love thee! How Charmingly 
thou lookeſt ; I vow. thou were unkind not to-write to me,. I muſt -Kiſs thee 
tor that too, > 
Wil. By the Univerſity, the Women of this Town are as hot as Hell 
Fire. 

Huff. [To Sir Maurice.) 1 ſhall not trouble you, Sir, with a long ſtory ; 
the. Gentlewoman you ſee here: is a near Relation of mine, who lived in 
Cambridge ; She always had the reputation of as Modeſt and Virtuous a Lady 
as ever that Town bred, but her Eyes having the fatal Luck to boyl Mr. 
#ile{s's Blood into a Ferment, the young Gentleman would never be fatis- 
hed without a full Enjoyment of her Unfortunate body: She held out a: 
areat while, the poor Creature, but the Devil being powerful, and Female 


* . Fleſh Frail and Willing, ſhe was forced to-Capitulate, and ſurrender the Fort 


af her Honour upon Articles ; to - be ſhort Sir, he gave her a promiſe of 
Marriage : Now hearing he was to be married to another, I made bold to- 
intrude my ſelf, the buſineſs being of ſuch conſequence, as will I hope A- 
pologize for the freedom. | 

Wil. [ifide to Sir Timothy.) I aſſure you Sir, *tis an Impudent Lie, the fel- 
low has told, examine into the bufineſ a little, and you ſhall ſee. 

Sir Maur. [To Huff.] Oddſlicks ! There was no need, Sir, of Apologie for 
your coming ; you are moſt Welcome I promiſe you, make the molt you 
can of your bulinefs. 

Sir Tim. | To Huff.]. Sir, may I ſpeak two words with you: 

Huff. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart. 

Sir Tim You talk of a Promiſe of Marriage under my Son's hand, where ' 
1s that Promiſe, Pray where. 1s it 2 3 


Hsff. Not far 


Ir, ——— [To Lncy,] Come, Cozen, produce your Title to 


Mr. «leſs his Body. 


Lucy, 
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Lacy." T have two Sir,— [Pulls a Paper which ſhe gives to Sir Tim, ] There 
s one of *er, —— The other is forth coming, 
Sir Tim. [ Shewing the Paper ro Wit] Tim. 1s this your hand 2 Look 2 
Witl. Yes, Sir, 6 far I own. '* [Sir Tim. reads to himſelf. 
Sir Maur. *Sdlife! What will come of this youy Story, there would be a 
wonder now, Ladies, ſhoald a Scholar prove a ornicator like other Men. 
Sir Tim. Oh the filthy Monſter! IE this your Cambridge breeding with a 
Pox ? : | 
Witl. 1 proteſt Sir, I am innocent, I never laid with a Woman in my life— 
* but twice, * Every time Witlels goes about to Vindicate himſelf, Huff 
lays bus Hand upon his Sword, which makes him to recant. 


Sir Tim. But twice with a 'Rope to you! what muſt you be a thouſand 
times abour ir ? 

IWitl. I Swear by both the Proftors of the Univerſity, I never attempted 
any thing upon the Sex— without their conſent. _ 

Sir Maxnr. Now Lady, ſurely here is a Lawful Impediment with a Venge» 
ance, why Mr, Witleſs ſhould not be joyned in Matrimony to my Daughter. 

Sir Tim. I'll Examine the Woman— - [To Lncy.] Pray Miltrefs, whers 
did you firſt know my Son ? 

Lacy. Your Son, Sir,” Knew mg firſt at Cambridge: 

Sir Tim. Did he Viſt you often Miſtreſs ? | 

Lacy, Not often; but when he did, *twas to ſome purpoſe, I aſſure you, 
the laſt time he carried me to Trumpington, there he Fealted me, the good 
Man, I never ſaw him ſo wanton in my Life. | 

Sir Tim. Trumpington | Oh the Damn'd Town! It lies upon the Road to 
Hell ; Tloſt my Maidenhead there before 1 knew I had one But pray 
how far are you gone Miſtreſs ? - | 

Lucy. My reckoning, Sir, as one may ſay, is from Stwrbirch-Fair, we had 
a merry meeting there,. I- aiſure you, I ſhall remember it as Jong as I live. 

Sir Tim. Oh, *tis too trus! Pll ask no more queſtions 3 I remember gow 
I ſent him his Quarter about that time, it mult be ſo;; Oh the Villain ! 


Sir Maur, Now Witty Females ; what have you to fay to this?, Youmay 


bragg of your Scholars indeed. - 

Catch. Brother, this failure of the Fleſh is a Nattiral propenſity; againſt 
which our Philoſophy: prefcribes no Rules. 

Witl. Give me leave, Sir, but to ſpeak now in my defence; and I'll war- 
rant you. Fil make ic as plain as any thin [Huff /2ying his hand on bus 
—_— that 1 have nothing to ſay againſt what the Gentleman ſpoke be- 

_ | 

Sir Tim, Hold thy peace then Silly Puppy {To Trap aide.) Look 
you honeſt Trap, 1 have given thee Warning, that's true, but thou art a 
Civil Fellow ; Pl! keep thee, if thou can'ſt do me a piece of Service. 


Trap. Oh Sir | Do you queſtion my Zeal? You wrong me | vow, were”: 
I to be diſmiſſed next Minute, I would part with you liks a Chriſtian ;- 


Hy” 


pray. what's the buſineb, vis 2 


Es” mms 
CE 
CE ens ny 
—— — 
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Sir Tim. You ſee, Trop, this unlucky Wench-is like to: fpoil. my Son's match 
I would have you Ns tho man wy ſelf, and try 6 een do with 
him. If a Preſent of 500 Guines's will fatisfie him, Pll give it freely ; in 
the mean while, Pll make Sir Mawrice believe *twas-only a miſtake. | 

Trap. Do you but loak- well to your part, Sir, and truſt me with maine, and 
Il warrant you, Eng rug go ſwimmingly on our ſide. | 

Sir Tim. [To Sir Maur.] All-this Story, Sir av. ſ[Trap takes Huff aſide, 
riee, proves at laſt nothing but a miſtake ; the man rhey make as if they 
, took my Son for one Feremy Witleſs of Briſtol, now were arguing together. 

Liſted in Flanders. 


. Lady M. I thought indeed, a man of Greek and Latin was above thoſe 
Infirmities, : 

Huff. Blood and Thunder, 500 Guinea's! Tll-hang { Walks backward and 
the whole Generation of 'em before I take 6600 /, forward between Trap 
Wok, for . pitiful 500 /.. ſell the Honour of my & and the Company, 

amly ! 

8 +, Sir Timothy, what's the matter now with the Gentleman ? He 
makes a noiſe, and talks, I think, of 6000 /. EY 
" Sir Tim. The poor man is mad I fancy, that he has mils'd his Prey ; I 
ſuppoſe he ſays, he'd give 6000 /. to find him out. _ | 

Huff. [ Breaking off from Trap.] Blood and Thunder, let me go; Ill cut 
the Throat. of Father and Son, or P ll have better ſatisfaction before I pare. 


Enter Meanwell, affefing a great ſadneſs, 


Afean, 1 am ſorry, Brother, I-muſt make of this Day of Joy the moſt 
py rpms 6. Day of your Life, by imparting to you the ſaddeſt News you 
could ex | | 

Sir nc Oh Heavens | Brother, what is it ? 

Mean, Our Hamburgh Ship has brought this diſmal Account,that Mynheer 
Van Punk is btoke, = orb 

Sir Maur. Alas! alas! I am undons, undone for ever, 20000 /. at a clap, 
I ſhall noe be able to ſhew my Head. | 

Aar. Oh the unſeaſonable Misfortune! : 

Lady M. Why ſo concern'd, Sir Maurice? What, now your weak and 
putty Soul muſt iret, and be diſturbed at this! Thanks to Philoſophy, mine 1s 
firm and unſhaken. h 

Lovew. My Fortune is fafe ſtill ; what Love could not do, Intereſt may — 
T'll not deſpair. { Hide. 

Sir Tim. { To Witl. } Oddfzookers! the Caſe is altered : Hark you, 7m, 
I have always obſerved, that a man” never thrives in the World that has 
wrong'd a modeſt Woman ; therefore in point of Intereſt, as well as Con- 
ſcience, you muſt marry this Lady, and as a Pennance for your not Renoun- 
cing __ Fleſh, Woman, and the Devil, ſwallow the bitter Cup of Matrimo- 
nial T wilt. 

Wil. T marry that Woman! Sir, I beg your Pardon, 1 ſhould be a Cor- 
nuto, and you know 'tis the only thing I hate. 


SY 
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Sir Tim. Good Poy, a man makes himſelf ridiculous in the World, that 
affeas Singularity in any things you'l be Cuckolded a little before your 
time, that's true, but tis the faſhion now, - thereforeno Soul living will take 
notice of it, ® 

Witl. Is it ſo upon your word, Sir ? Or do you felt ? 

Sir Tim. Ay, Tim, upon my honeſt -word 'tis e'en ſo —— Cuckoldom is 
a raging Grievance of the Nation for all my mincing thg matter. Juſt now, 


believe me, as many men as you fee walking in the Streets, are as many 


Cuckolds. 

With, How fo, pray? They-are not all married ſure. 

Sir Tim: There is all the. difference, Boy ; with thoſe that are married 
their buſineſs is done, with thoſe that are not, their bufineſs is now doing : Ir 
was ſo with you, and juſt ſo 'twill be with 'em, comfort your ſelf with 
that. 

Witl. T am as glad as any thing 'tis ſo, I proteſt I am, for to tell you the 

on the thing diſturbed me a little; but ſince you ſay 'ris the Mode, I ſcorn 
to be ſmgular. 
Sir Tum. Beſides, Tim, Mrs. Meanwell has now loſt her Fortune, and Beg. 
gar for Beggar, 'tis much better for us you marry this good Lady here, for by 
this means we avoid a chargeable Suit, the man was talking of no lefs than 
6000 /. Damages; hang him, 60007. would undo us—— 

Witl. By the Univerhity, I do not think there is one thouſand Pounds diffe. 
rence between an Honeſt VVoman, and a Common one. | 

Cler, Oh: the Brute! what pity 't had been a VVoman of Virtue had fallen 
to the Lott of ſuch a Fool, who does not underſtand the Value of fo great a 
Treafure. # Aſide, 

Witl, By the tip of Plates Ear, I'am of the opinion of that famous 
Tacitus, who fays, He had rather be Cuckolded by a pretty coakfing loving 
V Vife, than eſcape the Diſhonour, either through the Uglineb, or the ſurly 
Virtue of one peeviſhly Honeſt... 


Huff. * Six Timothy, T rejoyce to ſee things rin thus in a right Channel, and 


to make my Joy compleat, I have þut on= Favour more to beg of you, viz. 
That Mr. Wiles, and my dear Relation here, may be joyned-inſtanely, for I 
un commanded with my Regiment for Flanders to morrow early, -and I 
ſhould not croſs the Sea with a quiet Mind, ſhould I leave this piece of Work 
untiniſh'd, 

Sir Tim, With all my Heart, Sir, but where ſhall we find an Execu- 
tioner 2” 

Huff. I have a Levitical Conjurer below, who, with- Sir Maurice*s leave, 
will give us touch of his Black Art. 

Sir Maur. My Houſe, Sir, is at your ſervice. 

Sir Tim. What fay you to it, Tim? Come hang Conſideration, the ſhorteſt 
Follies are beſt. 

Witl, Come then,'Pig in a Poke, away to the Conjurer, thou art not the 
firſt has carried a great Belly to the Parſon. 0 

LExeuwns Sir Timothy, Widg6, Huff, and Lucy:-: 


Sir Mae. *- 


TT T— — | — *— 


; Ly” 4 

Sir Manr, Clerimont, 1 promiſed my- ſelf a great deal of Happineſs in 
.the Honour of your Alliance; but. ſince my, x" Iy are defeated, and I can. - 
not, in the Circumſtances I am in at preſent, ofter poor Mariana to you for 
a Wiſe; I muſt thank you for your Civilities to her, and with ybu ſomewhere 
elſe a Fortune anſwerable to your Merit. | 

.Cler. You offend me, Sir Mavrice, with this Diſcourſe : As it was not for 
her Fortune I couged your fair Daughter, fo this Loſs ſhall make no change 
in me ; I love her better than ever I did, all I have inthe World is hers, and 
conſequently at your ſervice. | | | 

Lovew. Then farewel to my Hopes there, I am put to my laſt Prayers 
-indeed,but rather than fail I'll make ſure of Sir Maggot Fingle, his Wit ſhaſl be 
* .my Excuſe. [ Afide. 

Mar. [To Cler.] No, Cleriment, you are too Generous, and whatever Vio- 
lence I do to my Inclination' in pronouncing the Words, we muſt part, For- 
tune has croſ'd my Wiſhes, and placed my Heart beneath you. 

Cler. Oh killing words! Cruel Mariana! do you, do you oppoſe my Ha 
ine? Who could have ſuſpeRed it? My Heart was not prepared for 16 
evere a ſtroke. 

Mar, 'Tis not, Clerimont, becauſe I hate you, or love you leſs ; Heaven, 
that ſees into my Breaſt, knows how pure and ſincere is my Love for you, but 
I amſenſible that your Eſtate requires a preſent Fortune to make you eaſie: I 
wiſhed to be yours, when I had reaſon to hope my Father's Kindneſs would 
have made us live happily in the World but ſince Heaven has decreed other- 
wiſe, I muſt not be ſo ungrateful to your Love; as to deſire to be an Obſtacle 
to your Fortune. p 

Cler. If you have notamind, Divine Mariana, to ſee a'fad Lover expire at 
your Feet, forbear talking, any more of Fortune, the whole World without 
you cannot make me happy, and with you I am richer than the greateſt Mo- 
narch upon Earth. * 

Mar. Fortune, which has robb'd me of all my _—_ could not rob you 
of my Heart, it is yours, Clerimont, in ſpite of her, and if I owed it all before 
to your Love, what can I give now to youp Generoſity ? 

Cler, Your ſelf, Madam, and in you all.that this World can gratifie my 
Ambition withal, 


Enter Sir Timothy, Witleſs, Huff, and Lucy. 


Witl. f Leading Lucy, and turning her round.) I fancy the Sin is worth the 
nas; the Creature feels as a ſound piece of Morrality ; 'tis but ſuppoſing 
7 nd we lay together, that we have been married 4 or 5 months, and 
all is we 

Sir Tim, Good Tim, my mind is now at eaſe, to ſee you a man like my 
Telf, and by this Heroick A& of yours do I know you to be of the true Blood 


of the Hiileſſes, who for theſe five Generations have outbraved Cuckoldom : 
Come, thou art a good Boy, and haſt the true notion of the thing. 


Witl. 
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FWitl. Nay, 1 think T am. as'good a man as I'was before; my Leg is as 
ſtreight now as it was in the morning,and I find not the leaſt alteration in my 
Healch ; why ſhould I be melancholy ?. I ſee no cauſe, not 1. 

Lucy, This is the Wheel of Fortune, Mr. Fils; when People boaſt of 
Favours they never enjoy'd, they come ofteti to facher Children they nevey 
gor : [Throws off her Diſguiſe.) But ſee, ' you have better Luck than you 

erve. | 

Sir Tim. Hell and Furies! what hive we here ? | 

Lacy. Honelt Lucy, at your fervice, as pure a Virgin as ever was born— 
for all your bragging, Mr. Withſi — — 

Witl. Trap, you Trap, by the Univerſity thy pretty Siſter — Oddſzooks ! 
'tis well 'tis no worſe. | 

Trap. I had a pretty Match for her in my Eye, but ſince Deſtiny throws 
her upon you, I'll not contend with your Stars; take her and wear her, ſhe 
is yours, I hope you'l uſe her civilly. 

"Lady M., Surely Sis Timothy will not ſuffer his witty Son to be thus proſti. 
tuted to an illiterate Abigail —— — 

Sir Tim, Not I, by Hell! This is an impudent Cheat, a Trick of that 
Raſcal there, I ſmoak it out, but Il ſee *em all hang'd; Ill to Juſtice imme- 
diately ; Juſtice ! Juſtice ! - [ Ext. 

Wit]. You'may hang the reſt if you pleaſe, Father, but Til take care 
hang this litde Rogue by 4 Come, dear Lucy, thou melting Sugar-loaf © 
Pleafurs, tho! art a good Girl, by the Unirerty always loved thee; give 
/me th Hand, Pl oy i once more, thou art my Wife: Let Sir Timorhy fume, 
my 's Land 15/500, per Annmmn, and that's enough for us: Hocas Potas, 
thou art a Maid to day, I'll make thee a Woman to morrow, 

Lacy. So much Juſtice you owe me, Pm ſure for your vain boaſting ; but - 
look to your ſelf now, I'll be even with you, I warrant yon, and turn your 


Sir Maxr. Now, Lady Grumble, are you cotwrinced that Mr. Witleſs is not to 
have my Daughter? Shall we at laſt have the favour of your Conſent for this 
Gentleman. 


- Lady M, No, Sir Maurice, not as long as IT breath; what, do you think Il 
admit into my Family a Deſpiſer of Wit, one who knows well Pm an 
Author; ahd never had the manners to ask me to read any of my Works to 
him *- -* | | 


Cler, I am noty Madam, fuch an Enemy to Wit as your Ladyſhip thakes me, 
Ilove it but as a Geieman, arng hr ord emp or bp I could 
Engertain the Company with a ſmall Eſſay. of my Poetry, a SONG 1 made 
yelterdgy, Ts you coll porentſh. your | ves patience enough to hear it. 
Lady M Heagit? Ay, with +. $1, who is there to ſing it? 
| Ove, thou art beſt of Human Joys, 
IJ ao chigs hopmcb deb, 
All other Pleaſures are but Toys; 
Muſick, without thee, is but Neje 
And Beanty but- an m__ 


nd 
Je; #H 


; Heav'n, who knew beſt what Man could move, 
Log And raiſe his Thought s altve the Brute 
Said, Lo him be wy Tit om bon v1 
That muſt alone bis Soul improve, 
- Howwer Phileſaphers ti ute. , 
Will proteſt the man writes well enough for a Fidler. 
Sir Maur. Oh rare! I hope your Ladyſhip is fatisfied now. 
Lady M. Yes, Sir Mazvice, I'm ſatisfied that that man muſt be your Sort-in- 
Law; and my Reaſon for it is, becauſe he is a Ninny, and a Booby. 

Sir Maur. *Sdeath | what a Babel is here 2 Where are we now ? 

Lady M.” Where are we, fay you? In the worſt place.in the World for 
Manners ſure; what for a man to be ſo-hardy, ſo Efronie, and fo deſtitute 
cf Politenefs and Compliſance, as to. affront, Philolophy to my face, is a 
Crime never to be atoned for, however Philols diſpute, quoth he: 
That's as much. as to ſay, we are Fools; my. , Daughter, and I, all 
Fools. | | 

Mean. I never heard my Siſter draw a more natural Concluſion in-my 
LS.  . . 

" Lady M. But Il revenge Philoſophy Pm refolveds -and to wake an Exam. 
ple of this Unmannerly Compoſer of Songs, Tll inflit upon him the Curſe 
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ignorant Songſter ve your » at 
Ketle Gena, as-wel as. her Homburgh Fortune his ſhatter'd Eſtate. » 

Cler. Pleaſe your ſalf, Madam, with, your mean Raillerics, I am ſepſible 
of nothing but my preſent Happinek. WA « his £6 tie 

Sir Maur. Did not I tell you, Mariana, we ſhould. the day? I knew 
well Ince. 211 if ro gu. OW We are al pleaſed, 1 - jos 

Mean. Only, poor Siſter Cate peaſon tatake it: in, 

lentiful a Grin of Human Fl the ct coch noting mat ac 

take up with her Men'in the Moon, or her Viſttens and . 

Catch, Ay, Chimera's; let my Niece look to her felf, there reigns one 
ſtill in Clerimont's Heart will make her live uneaſie all her days, let me tell her 
Ne Af Inber this in the Arcigles, Mr. Engryz 1 charge you, th ie 

. n the. » EAgrOſS [ge you, that thy 
Aliterate Couple ſhall never come into my Houſe, PH not be pelter'& with 
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ir Mar. Not into my. Houſe? By my Lord Mayor IU leave you, Lady 
Perulant, with your Fingles to make Almanacks and 

Lady M. Yes, yes, the World ſhall ſe how much I value Wit jn fpite 
of Fools ; Sir Magget 7jngle ſhall be my Son-in-Law,and for the faxure none 
{hall be admitted into my Hodſe but Jhmp Egrits; therefore, Sir Mavrice, 
think of another Habjtation for your ſelf. 

Cler, [To Sir Maur.} You are Maſter of my Houſe, Sir, and ſhall Com- 
mand in it more abſolutely than you did in your own, 

Lady M, "The KindncK, Sir, will be ſcaſonable. 
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dwell no more t ; farewel rude = 'd: Crowd; You witty 
Daughter of mine, oa | Ludy M. nd Lovewit, 
Mean. Brother, rs Day belbanad oz Dr of J Delive- 
rance to your Halt, Gem and ower of a. 
Proud, Wiſe: You have now got a ſe. 


cond that will md by yer, Paton: Let .not therefare an impertinent. 
Female Wit Uſurp again fo fo unreaſonable an Empire over you. 

Sir Maur, Pl make the: or be ſure; but, good Bro- 
ther, whatever the Taxk may I Ience, take my word: 
all married man fincl > a loin. FRE 
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> | The faire Nymph chinthinks 
| And: = fab roomy wither 
Whilſt bere the Spark pradtiſes frrwboaggh 
Neer thinks, alas! 7 
Cheated on fl: -by his Perfidious 
She wainly fancies, 'tis far her be- 
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Yow, Rifing Suns who ſee their dreadful Fate , 
Takes Warnin hong 0g ref ? 
For Youth's t ; ſureft Charm to Coptroate. 
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Warm him but with 6 49/07 pe inj 


Muſe her Voice raiſe, 
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